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Sauny the Scot; 
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Iwom of the HREN. 


A 
COMEDY: 
As it is now Actedat the THEATRE 

RoraL in Drury Lane, by Her 
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Written by Jo HN L ACY, Eſq; 


Then I'll cry out, ſwell'd with Poetick Rage, 


'Tis 1, John Lacy, have Reform'd your Stage. 
Prot to Rehearſ. 
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Printed for B. Bragge, in Pater-noſter-row, 1708. 
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; dez 9 1 \ vt bor; 
Wi 4 RY: oo Al FI [yung 
ion into your Lordſbips Honourgl, 
Ph the ſull Niem of that. vener g- 
ble Brow, I meet: there, po all. the radiant G lories 
round it, "demands: the bunbleſt Jenks Kee fr an 
bold an Intruder. 

"Tis here I 2 7 5 the bountiful Smiles 0 Fre great 
and gracious Diſpenſer of Bleſſings, in olomg 02 
ſo deſerving a * ſo unbroken a Chain 0 77 continued 
Praſperity, thro your Ladin long an Neill . 

aſp 'd Race of H 0710UT . | ; 

Tis thus, thro the various Adminiſtration of fo 
many ſueceſſove Sovereign, Heads, the Throne has 
ever found your Lordſbip a vigorous Supporter: Tour 
Country a faithful and unſbaken Patriot: Tour Al- 
Tars a conſtant and zealous Devote: Tour Equals, th. 


more exalted Yems, a leading W orthy among them, 
hilt 


A The Dedication. 
whilſt Tour Lordſhip has ſo fignally diſtinguiſb d 
ou 7 j 1 -that-the Elder Head of 


Honour, have all the reaſon in the World to pride 

themſelves in ſo eminent a Pattern of Virme, and 

the Tounger to copy from it. 
"Tis thus, my Lord, Ton have enjoy a long Bleſt 

Life, more a Reward\thaii'Gift;): a Dinamo more 

from the Divine Gratitude, than Favour. For true 

Virtus is ſo much and ſo jaſily the args Ki Hea- 

a 


thit the Bleſinss thatffalf on fuch a FH 
Sh l | LI. pf. Puboidenhe. 


Tour Lordſbips auſtere Profeſſum of Piety, has 
not the leaſt Lincture of Bigottry: For as Tour Lord- 
"ſhip has" ever made it our Care throughly to read the 
feta ; yet ſo equally have Tou divided the Work 
of Life, har in all the greateſt Load of private or pub- 

lick Affair Tour Lordſhip ſtill never wanted Lei ſure 
or Application to the ſublimer Study of Heaven. Tig 

from T his you can equally taſte the innocent Bleſſing Pe 
"of this Life; and get at the ſame time make the 

wiſeſt aud ſecureſt Proviſion for a Richer Feaſt. 
ee GR NL LTD ILAN LODNES 
_ Amoreſt theſe innocent Enjoyments, Tour Lord- 
ftap bas ever had a particular Reliſh tothe Diver ſions 
of the Theatre; and tir this Conſuderation only has 
anmatetl my Preſumption in making. your Lordſhip 
this publick Preſentation. Aud as the Offering I 
'bumbly make Tour Lordſhip, isa Piece that tok its 
Original from the celebrated Pen of the famous 
Shakeſpear, and afterwards receiv'd its finiſhing 

Mt So, Hirgke 


- 


The Dedication. 
Stroke from that Ingemious Comedian Mr. Lacy ; - 


and thereb 7 has acquired tbe Meru-- of appearing... ſo : 


often on the Stage, handed down through-ſo long an 
72 e; and even to continue its Reputation to the pre- 
h Generation, a ſtill daxlong: Torn Tt 
"from hende alone it bas arrogittd 1 * . Bade 
in 3 * it Jeff at Tour Lordſeips Feet, by t 
Hand e 


2.19 WR 


Your Lordfhips, 
moſt Dutiſul and 


moſt devoted Sery ant, 
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L Beaufoy, Father to Margaret, BAR un. Zoom 


Biancha. 


Woodal, a rich old Ween courts Bian- Mr. Jokaſon. 


cha. 


Petruchio, the Tamer. Mr. Mills. 
Geraldo, another Pretender to Biancha. Mr. Husbands. 
Tranio, young Winlove's Servant Mr. Fairbant. 
Sir Lyonel Winlowe, a Country Gentleman Mr. Croſs. L 
Young Winlove, his Son. Mr. Booth. 
Snatchpenny, a Town Sharper. Mr. Pack. 
Jamy, Servant to Winlove. Mr. Norris. 
Sauny, Petruchio's Scotch Footman. Mr. Bullock. 
Curtis, Nick, Philip, and other Servants to Petruchio. 
W 0 M E N. 
Margaret, the Shrew. Mrs. Bradſhaw. 
Bianc ha, her Siſter. Mrs. Mills. 


Mi dom. 
Scene LONDON. 
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Uebe 8 and 10 Man Traniw. 


Am quits Wear ol the C Si Life; there 
4s that 11 ittle Thing. the World calls Quiet, 
but be 5 nothing elſe; Clowns live and 
A. dic int, whoſe Souls lie hid here, and af- 
ter Death their Names: My kinder Stars (I thank em) 
have wing'd my Spirit with an Active Fire, which makes 
me wiſh to know- what Men are Born for. To Diet a 
Running Horſe, to give a Hawk caſting, to know Dogs 

r Theſe make not Men; no, *tis Philoſophy; tis 

Learning, and Exerciſe of Reaſon to know what's Good 
and Virtuous, and to break our Stubbornand Untemper'd 
Wills, to Chooſe it ; This makes u op Imitate that Great 
Divinity that Framd us. 

Tray, I thought you hag learn't Philoſophy enough at 
Oxford, what 8 Axiſtotle on one ſide, and Bortle-Ale 
on the other, I am confident you have arriv'd at a Pitch of 
Learning and Virtue ſufficient for any Gentleman to ſet 
- with 1 in the Country, that is to be the n of the Fa- 
mil 


in. M Father's Fondneſs has kept me ſo lung in the 
Country, Pve forgot all I'd Learn't at the D Be- 
ſides, take that at Beſt, it but Rough-caſts. us; No, Len- 
don is the choiceſt Accademy, tis that mult Poliſh us, and 
put a Gios upon dur e ae. Hither Im come 
at 


3 


2 SAUNY che Sor: or, 


at laſt, and do reſolve to glean many Vices. Thou, Ira. 

wio, baſt been my Companion, ſtill one Bed has held us, 
one Table fedus; and tho? our Bloods give me Pr. 

- (that I count Chance) my Love has made us >, 200 L 
have found a frank retura in thee, 

Tran Such,a, Diſcourſe commands [ feriqus Anker er; 7 
Know then, yo r Kindgeß tells me, EE you: 
The Good you have taught me commands me to Honour 
you ; I have learnt, with you, to hate Ingratitude; But 
letting thoſe aſide, for thus I may ſeem todo it for my own- 
ſake, be aſſur d, I muſt love you, tho? you hate. me; I 
reicher look ar Vice nor Virus in youy Pur as you ate the 
Perſon I dote on. 
- Win. No more; I do believe and rate thou lov'ſt me: 

T wonder fan ſtays ſo ſong behind: Tou muſt look out 
to get me handſome Lodgings, fit a receive ſuch Friends 

the Town ſhall bring me; you muſt take care of all, for 
Pm reſolyd to makę my Study my ſole Buſineſs; Pl live 
handſomly, not over-high,, nor yet beneath my Quality. 


Epter Beaufoy, Margaret, Biancha, Woodall, and Geraldo. 


But ſtay 4 little, Wat Company s this 2 r 
Head. Gentlemen, Importune no che. you 0 J 
fi mn Reſolve, not to beſtow my Tounge eſt Davghrer, be+ 
fore 1 have N . 5. f ” of yowboth 
Love Pe cauſe ow you. well, and love, you 
Youthall Rave freedom to bort her at your 5275 . 
Hood. That is to lay, we, hal 4 leave to aye our 
Heads bropen, à prime Kinddess, by*ur Lady ſhe's too 
rough for me; There, Geraldo, take er for me, if —9 
have any Wer Ki - W 0 fe to ry you are Io and 
clap Fra er, and ſtrike to 
de 1 cee der her; I call e fo been 
ot her high, Lrot. 90 . Wa Wd make 5 il 
Arg. ir, ou e tale 
among eſe 77 * en 81 22 
2 — Mates, e i 10 a J 
Worth 


vou, ug; 
Wege Were oh (Hi Ws A RE 1 
eee 115 ar | Flag 


that would thro 
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"Marg, Take heed 1 105 beſtow the ao? ol. 75 
Calves Head for you; Your Mate, eh come up; go get 
you a Sempltreſs, and run in Score with her for Muckin- 


* to dry your Noſe with, and marry her at laſt to pay 


he Debt, And you there, Goodman 1 urnep-eater,, with 
1 Neats Leather. Fhiſnomy, I'n, ſend your Kitchen- 
wench to Liquor it this wet- father; W boſe old Boots 
was it 3 20 0 h Wy TAR 4 a 
Gera, From all ſuc etticoate-Devils deliver is I pray. 
Ta. d you, ever ſet. the like, Sir? chat Weh 
eicher ſtark Mad, or wonderful Froward. S 
Mood. I can't cell, - but 1 had as live take her dowry 
with this e ip be 11 at TY ſe fy: 


ww ww F743 


15 ot. I would give the belt! Horſe in Sen to him 

mM Woe her, Wed her, and Bed her, 
and rid the Houle of her, racartyhes far SU off; erg 
come.agreed. 

Trax. But pray, Sir, ist polible chat Love ſhould of 4 
ſudden take ſuch hold of you. 

Min, © Tranio, till I foundit.to be true, TL never found 
it poſſible, but ſhe has ſuch. autraQive Charms, he were 
a Stone that did not Love her; Iamfall Fire, burn | 

periſh Tranio, unleſs I win her ; Counſel hs and A Pong 
= Dear Tranio. 

Tran. Are all your Reſolutions for Study come to this? 
ou have got a Book will hold you tack, you are like to 
fine irt uoſo, now, muſt x06 Chi "2 22 ſet his Still 
a N 4 Plulters——Love- owders, a tracts of Sigh's. 
and Highoe's. 
Nin. Nay Trani do hot. make Sport wt my Pa non, | 
it isa thing 0 deeply rooted here, it cannot dye, but it 
muſt take me with it; help me, or hope not long to ſee 


thy Maſter. 
des B 2 | Tran. 


S AUN Ve Scree 


Nay, Sir „ if you are ſo far gone. 3 no 
N wwe muſt contrive ſome way, but till be dif- 
ficult; for you. know her Father has mew'd her up, and 
till he has rid his Hands, of her Siſter there's e 
rer, 

Min. Ah; Tania, ih a cruel Father's te; but domt 
ne, remember what care he took to provide Maſters for: 


Tran, I, Sir, and what of all that? | 

Win. Varea Fool, can't T beprefer'd to Her, to ath 
Her French; I have 'apood command of * Language, 
and it may be eaſi done. 

Fran. I don't apprehend the talitiboot") it; for Who ſhall. 
be Sir LyenrPs Son here in Town ? To ply his Studies, and 
welcome his Friends, viſit his Kindred , and entertain 

m. 
b Wir. Be content, I have a Salve for that too we have 
not yet been ſeen in any Houſe, nor can be diſtinguiſh'd' 
by our Faces, for Ma» or Maſter. Then it follows thus, 
you Tranio muſt be young W:izlove in my ſtead, and bear 
your 7 according to my Rank; Dll be an ordinary French 
Maſter about the geg the time 1 ſtay d in France, in 
that will help me, it muſt be ſo: + Come, come, uncaſe, 
and'take my Cloath's, and when we're at our Lodgings, 

we'll makea full ge when Jamy comes he waits on 
thee, but firſt, I'll charm his Tongue. 

Fg. *Fwill be needful; ſince this is ywur Plelfure Im. 
ty id to be Obedient, for ſo your Father charg d meat your 
Farting, altho' T think twas in another ſenſe ; in ſhort Im 
ready to ſerve you, and afſiſt you in your Entetprize. * 


Tra 


£ 7. 
i" *; 4 
18 „ # a» 


Euter Nm, N. N x 10 75 


29 


wn. * * 
* Yo. s 
* 


N in. in Here'conjesthe Rogue. Sirrab, Where haveyou 
been? 1 

Jam. Where have I been? Pray * now gerne 
are you _ ?” hasTr ano T4 A Cloaths, oe? bo 
lt SONIIEI IÞ OTH 12S (290 HAHA: 6 


, 4 * * PD 
(3 10:2 11 10 t Il * 4 Pf Abe + i 2 5 1 141 11. 1 


* 7 
10385 Win. 


ci 
i; 


the N. aming re 2 i 


Mis. Sirrah come hither, this is not time to Jeſt. Some 
weighty. Reaſons make me take this Habit; enquire not; 
you ſhall know em time enough; mean while wait you - 
on Tranio in my fteadT | Charge you as becomes you, FO 
underſtand me. to h 

Jam. I, Sir, nera whit. | | 

Win. And not of Tranio one word i in your Mouth, he's $ 
turn'd to Winlove 

am. The better for him, would I were ſo too. 
ran. When Tam alone with you, Way hy then Tam Tre- 
»io ſtill; in all places elfe, your Maſter Wizlove. 

Win, Trauio, let's go. One thing yet remains, which vou 
muſt hy no means neglect, that is, to make one among 
theſe Wooers; Ask me not why, but be ſatisfied, my 
Reaſons are both "ai and ria a 

Tran. I obey, Sir. | [Excunt.. 


| Enter Petruchio, «nd his Man Sauny. N 
Pet. 


Irrah, leave off your Scotch, and ea 
| WA or ſomething li! like it. . 
Se 'Gud wull I, Sir. Is 2 my 


Pier. I think we haye ridden twenty Miles i in hes Hours, 
Sealy are the Horſes wellrubb'd down and lixter'd? __ 

Saan. Deel O my Saul, Sir, Tne'r ſerubd my elf b bet - 
ter nor I ſcrub'd your Na en 

Pet. And thou need'ſt ſcrubbing, Pll ſay that for thee, 
thou Beaſtly Knave, why 21558 not get your ſelf cur'd of 
the Mange ? 

Suan. Pbreed; Sir, Iwud ne'a be cured for a thouſand 
Pand; there's dea à Lad in aw Srot land by Ae 5 Fm 
Sund e an it Hh bits nor f a . ing and 


er ubbi 
18 0 


: 2 4 8 2 i | > 
6 SAUNY the Scor; 
WP . . & W * . * or 
| - | * i 2 2 7 3 4H. 


Mp3, Why e e 
Saun. When ye gea tull a Ladies Houſe ye areblith and 
bonny, Sir, and gat gud Meat, but the Deel a bit gats 
Saundy, meere than Hunger and Cawd, Sir; Ba then, Sir, 
when aw the Foot men ſtan till, Sir, and ha nothing to 
dea, then goes Saundy tul his Paſtime, ſeratten and ſcrub- 
ben. ae t e 9 k fonts ESE, l 
Pet. Do'ſt call it Paſtime? i e in 
aug, A my Saul de I, Sir; I take as, muckle Pleaſure, 
Sit, lnferartenaod ferubben, as ye de in tippling and mi: 
10 Ns rut 3K Y ie er > 98841 . 
"Par: Nay, ir it be fo, keep it, and much. good may it 
dye. This is my old Friend Gera/do's Lodgings, for whole. 
ſake now I am come to Town, I hope he's at home; there 


- 


71 


S Knock. 5 | * © 4 G3 1 BALL 
Saun. Wuns, Sir, I ſee nean to Knock boc' yer can ſel, 
Sir. | | as 
Pet. Sirrah, I ſay Knock me -this Gate. 


Saun. Out, out, in the Muckle Deel's Name t'ye; 
you'l gar me ſtrike ye, and then ye'l put me a-way, Sir, 
with yer favour Iſe nere dot, Sir: Gud an ye ne ken 
when ye ana gued Man, S breed I wo't when Ive a gued 
_ Maſter, ye's bang yer ſel for Saundy. 
Pet. Rogue, I'll make you underftand me. 
3 „ [Beats him. 
Saun. Gud an yeed give Saundy ea bang at twa mere e 
that place, for I can nere come at it to ſcrat it my ſel, Sir. 

Pet. Yes thus, Sie. [Beats him again. 

Faun. The Deel faw yer Fingers, I may not beat yea © 
0 Joey ene Dunghil, Sir, bot gia J had yea in Scotland, 


Is e ne givs yea a Baw bee for your Lugs. 


* 
4 


4 my ＋ - 7 1 4 : Bo q | 4 6 , 
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LY 


Ger. How now Sauny, What Crying out? Dear Petra- 
chio, "moſt welcome; when came you to Town ?. What 
Quarrel is this 'twixt, you, and Sauny? I pray let me com- 
poſe the Difference; and tell me now what happy Gale 
drove you to Town, and why in this Habit? Why in 
Mourning ? Pet. A 


the Taming of the Sbre ß. 
Het. A common Calamity to us ou men m Ther. 
has been Dead this four Mouths. 9 180 ct N | 
Ger. Truft me Iam ſorry, a good old Genckidan; * 
San. Gee yer gate, Sir, ge yer gate, on ye be fow a 
grief ye'r nea Friend, Sir, We are 255 _ apps! Sir, 
1 nere woe for t. 
Pet. Sirrah, you long to be baſied... 198, 1; MEAD 
Faun. Gud 0 I not, Sir. T 1. 
Pet. Hither I come to try my Fortiines, | to toe if good 
luck and my ber will h pme toa Wite; Wil you" wiſh - 
me to one? 
Ger. What Qualidcationsdo you look for 'S 
Ber. Why Mony, 2 r Helft! 
Ger. Is that all? 
Pet. All Man? all other things are in my making. 
Ger. I ſhall come roundly to you, and wiſh race 
rich Wife, but her Face 
Pet. That ſhall break no Squares, a Mask will mend it; 
Mealth is the burthen of my wooing Song. If ſhe be Rich, 
TO not if ſhe want a Noſe or an Eye, any things with | 
ny. 
Sann. nt nea gi him Creedit, Sir, I wud a dalpt kim | 
tula Heeland Lady with orga Thouſand Pund ; Gud he- 
wud nea have her, Sir. 
Pet, Sirrah, your twent) Thouſand Pounds Search, will 
ma ke but a pitiſul Eugliſß Portion. 
Sau. Gud, Sir, Boa muckle deal of Srotch Punds is as 
5 A. lietle: deal of Engliſb Punds. Kun 
Ger. She has nothing like this, but a bn work 
has a Tongue that keep's more Noiſe thaw All chat =: 


maev'd at Billin gſgate. E HEIN 7 311, ae 
Pet. Pith, a Trifle: where ivesdhe? Hong to be Woo 
ing her net me alane with her To me in Love With 


the news of it, who is't ? who ist 80 reſoli d for her 

or N SYH ody 152} 2 hiw baldyo1: 97 10% e ERK an TY 
Ger. Bur look before: you leap, Sir, and wb your Were 

warg'd. g NEM eig ne beide: 

; Seeg — lee can hea h bil this Cidgzg Upon ö deb, 
Gud oy 5 venter your bonny Laſs, Iſe vente ny bantl} 

Ladlat er, Sir. Jeu. 


8 S AUN N be SG OT; or, 

tr. Her Father is the noble Lord Me, her Namp 
Margaret, tam'd about Town for a Vixen; © 

Pet. The Town's an Aſs, come prithee ew em the 
Houſe, Iwill not fleep till 1 ſee her, I know her Farher, 
.Nay, Iam teſolv'd Man, come prithee come. 

Saun. Wun's Man an ſhe be a Scawd, awaw with her, 
awaw with her, and Johaee Johnſton's Curſo ang with her. 

Ger. Prethee whats that: 

Saun. That is, the Deel-creep e Weem Pic ver) 
bottom ont, that's to the Croone geud faith of her Head. 

Ger. Well, Sir, if you are reſolv'd, I'll wait on you; 
to ſay the truth; 'ewillbe myegreat. advantage, for i ;you 
win her, I ſhall haue liberty co ſee her younger Siſter, 
{ſweet Biancha, to whoſe fair Eyes I am a Votary; and you, 
in order to: my Love, Petruchio, muſt help me; Pl tell you 
hy, and how you mutt eee me as a Muſick-Maſter to 
old Beaufoy. SOLE ene g00b-16 

Pet. I underſtand you not. . HRS! 11 | 
San. He'd ha ye make him her e Sir; Gud at yd 
make Saundy her Piper, wun's Ide ſea bleu her Pipe. 

Pet. Sirrah be quiet, what I can Ill ſerve you in; ; But 
Unit comes here Geralda? irt 


. 
7 


Enter Woodall and: Winlove agi. 


Ger. *Tis Mr. Woeaall, A rich old Citizen, and my Ri- 
val: Hark. 

Saun. Out, out, What ſud an awd Carle do with n7oung 
bonny Laſs, are ye not an aud Thief, Sir. 

Wood. How | 

Saun. Are ye not an aud Man, Sir? 

Wood. Yes.marry am J, Sir. 

Saun, And are not ye to marry a young Maiden? 

Mood. Les, What then? 

Saun. And are not ye troubled with a fear grief, Sir.” 

Mood. A ſear grief, what ſear Grief? 

Seun, Your troubled with a great weakneſs th? bottom 
of your * What id 1125 with a young Maiden ? 
Ms out, out. 19 ( 5. "+ Xo { 4s 1248 4 

05 Moon 


as Tian 11 the Shrew; Ky 2 

Wood. You underſtand me, your French Books . 
moſt of Love ; thoſe uſe her too, and now and then 
may urge ſomething of my Love and Merit. Beſides 
Fathers Bounty, you ſhall find me liberal. | 
Min. Monſieur, me vill tell her the very fine ting of you, 
me vill make her Love you whether ſhe can or no. 

- Wood. Enough, N here's, Geraldo; your ſervant, 
Sir, J am juſt going to my Lord Beaufoy to carry, him this 
Gentleman, a Frenchman, - molt Eminent for teaching. his 
Country Language. 

Ger. I have a Maſter for: Biancha too, but waving that, 
I. have ſame.News to tell you. I have found out a, Friend 
that will Woo Ne What will you contribute, for 
he muſt be hir d tot? 7 

Mood. Why I will ive him fifty Guineas in band, and 
when he has don't I' double the Sum. _ | 
Ger. Done, Sir, I'll undertake it. 8 a 

Saun. S breed, Sir, I'ſe gat it done muckle N ki 
twanty Punds I'ſe dea it my Sel. 

20 Come, down with Your Mony, and the Bargain" J 
ma S 

Mood. But if he ſhou'd not do it, I don't care for throw- 
ing away ſo much Mony. 

Ger. If he don't I'll undertake he ſhall refund. - 

Wood. Why then here's ten Guineas, and that Ring Pi 
pawn to you for 'tother forty, *tis worth a hundred; but 
do's the Gentleman know er Qualities? 

Pet. I, Sir, and they are ſuch as I am fond on; 1 would 
not- be bird for any thing, to woo a e of another Hu- 
mour. 


P Enter Tranio brave, and Jamy. 


Tran. Save. you Gentlemen; Fray which is the way, to 

my Lord Bea«foy's Houſe? - _. 
Wood. Why, Sir? what's your Buſigeſs SED you pre- 
tend not to be a Servant to either of his Daughters, dye? 
Tran, Nauefg e blunt in We Outta: er- 
mea, PS: A.” 551 9 
i = | 099 RTM = 


- — — — 
22 — — —— — 


fo SAUNY #eSCOT: vr, 

Pet. Not her that chides, on any hand I pray. 
Tran. I love no chiders ; come Famy. © © 
Ger. Pray ſtay, Sir, is it the other? 

Tran. May be it is, is it any offence? 

Mood. Les *tis, Sir, ſhe is my Miſtreſs. 353 
Ger. I muſt tell you, Sir, ſhe is my Miſtreſs too: 
Tran. And Imult tell you both ſhe is my Miftreſs; Will 
that content you? Nay never frown for the Matter. 
Saun. And Imun tell ye all, there's little hopes for Saun- 

ay then. 
in, The Rogue does it rarely. 3 
Pet. Nay, nay, Gentlemen, no Quarrelling unleſs it 

were to the purpoſe: Ha ve you ſeen this young Lady, Sir? 

Fran. No, Sir: But I'm in Love with her Character. 
They fay ſhe has a Siſter moves like a Whirlwind. 

Pet. Pray ſpare your Deſcription, Sir; that furious La- 
dy is my Miſtreſs; and till T have married her, Branchz is 
Inviſible; her Father has Sworn it, and, till then, you 
—  H GIDL VIORT 

Tran. I thank you for your admonition; I ſhould have 
loſt my Labour elſe; and ſince you are to do all of us the 
Favour, F ſhall be glad to be numbred among your Ser- 
ee e eee e 

Pet. You will honoutr me to accept of me for youfs. 
But pray, Sir, let me know who obliges me with thisCivility ? 

Tran, My Name is Winlove, Sir, a Worſterſhire Gentle- 
man; where I have ſomething an old Man's Death will in- 
title me to, not inconſiderable. Come, Gentlemen, let's 
not fall out, at leaſt till the ſair Brancha's at Liberty; ſhall 
we go fit out half an hour at the Tavern, and drink her 
Health? 

Saun, Do my Bearns; and Ive drink with ye to Coun- 
tenance ye. 1 11. TEES 
Pet. I, I, agreed ; Come, and Fll to my Miſtreſs. 
Saun. Gud theſe Lads are o' Saund)'s Mind, .they'l la- 
ther take a Drink, nor Fight. © T4; - EX, 

2s Enter Marga ret and Bianca. 

Marg. Marry come up proud Slut, muſt you be making 
your ſelf Fine before your Elder Siſter ? You are the Fa- 
| h vourite 


vourite, are you? but I ſhall make you know your Diſtance; 
give me that Necklace, and thoſe Pendants, Il have that 
Whisk too, there's an old Handkercheif good enough for 
you. ** 1 3 | 
- Bianc. Here, take em, Siſter, I reſign em freely; I 
would give you all I have to purchaſe your Kindneſs. 

Marg. You flattering Gyplie, I could find in my Heart 
to {lit your diſſembling Tongue; come, tell me and with- 
out Lying, which of your Sutors you Love beſt? Tell me, 
or Pl beat yourto Clouts, and pinch thee like a Fairy. 

Bianc. Believe me, Siſter, of all Men alive, I never faw 
cy particular Face which I cou'd Fancy more than ano- 

ther. WET „ 

Marg. Huſwife you Lye; and I could find in my Heart 
to daſh thy Teeth down thy Throat. I know thou lov'tt 
Bian. If you affect him Siſter, I Vow to plead for you 
my ſelf, but you ſhall have him. | 5 

Marg. O then belike you fancy Riches more, you love 
old 1/ oodall, n G. | th, ; 12 

Bian. That old Fool! Nay now I fee you but Jeſted 
with me all this while; I know you are not angry with 
me. 12% | 4k 

Marg. If this be Jeſt, than all the reſt is ſo: Pl make 
ye tell me e're I have done with you Goſſip. [Flies at her. 


Enter Beaufoy. 


Beau. Why how now Dame, Whence grows this Inſo- 
lence? Biancha get thee in my poor Girl; She Weeps; Fye, 
Peg, put off this Deviliſh Humour; why dolt thou croſs 
thy tender Innocent Siſter * When did ſhe croſs thee with 
à bitter Word? Elie: c eee, 

Marg. Her Silence flouts me, and I'll be reveng'd. 

| [ Flies at Biancha. 

Bean, What in my ſight too? You ſcurvy IIl-natur'd 

thing: Go, poor Biancha, get thee out of her way: 
: 19-39 14 . Een Biancha. 

Marg. What will you not ſuffer me? nay; now I fee ſhe 

is your Treaſure; She mult have a Husband ; and I Dance 
C 2 Barefoot 


- 
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Barefoot on her Wedding - Day, and for your Love to her 


lead Apes in Hell. I ſee your care of me, I'll 8⁰ and 2 
till I can find a way to be quit with her. [Ex. 


Beau. Was ever poor Man thus plagu'd ? 


Enter er with Winlove diſguis d, with Jamy carrying 4 


Lute and Books, and Frams-” 

How now, who'ſe here? 

Mood. Sir your Servant, I am bold to wait on you to 
preſent you this Gentleman, an acute teacher of the French 
Tongue, his Name' Ne ieur Mangiet,c pray accept his 
Service." 72 

Beau. Tam your Debtor, Sir, Ae you: r welcome. 

Win. Me give you thanks, Sir. AS 

Beau. But what Gentleman is that? 

Wood. I don't love him ſo well to tell you his Er rant, 
but he would come along with me; you had beſt ask hint, 

Tran. I beg your Pardon for my Iatruſion; we heard 
your Fair and Virtuous Daughter Biancha,prais'd to ſuch a 
height of Wonder, Fame has already made me her Servant. 
Pve heard your Reſolution not to match her till her eldeſt 
Siſter be beſtow'd, mean while I beg admittance like the 
reſt to keep my hopes alive; this Late, Sir, and theſe few 
French Romances I would dedicate to her Service. | 

Beau. Sir, you oblige me, pray your Name? 

Tran. 'Tis Winlowe, Son and Heir to Sir Lyonel Winlove. 

Beau, My noble Friend, he has been my School-fellow ; 
for his ſake you are moſt kindly welcome, {oe ſhall have 


all the freedom I can give you. 


Enter Sauny and Geraldo dil wisd 
San. Hand in hand, Sir, Iſe 8⁰ tell him my fel. W. * 
1s s this. Laing 2: i 
Beau. Here, Sir, What would you haves What are you: f 
Saum. Marry Iſe ean a bonny Four, N 514 
Beau. A Scotchman, is that all? 
Saum. Wun's wud ye have me a Cherub ?: I ha brought 


| * a ſmall Teaken, Sir. 


Beau. But &'ye hear you Scot, don't you uſe t to put off 


-your Caps to your betters? ? 


Faux. 


the Tattidi of tbe Shrew/. © 4% 


San. Marry. we ſay: ini Scotland Gead Mourn til ye av 
the Day, and ſea put on our; Bonnets again, Sir; Bud, Sir- 
I ha brought ye a Teagke n. =] 
Beau. To me, where is*t?' from whence is your Teaken ? 
Saun. Marry from my good Maſter Perrwehio, Sit; he 
has ſen ye a Piper to teach your bonny Laffes to Pipe, but 
gin yet lit Sau teach em? iſe pipe em fea Wim 
Whum, their Arſes ſhall nere lea ve giging and joging 
while their's a Tooth in their Head. | 
Ben. Petruchio L remember him now, how does thy 
Maſter? + Mob hook s 26282 
Saun. Marry, Sir, he means to make one of your Laſſes- 
his Wanch; that is his Love and his Ligby. yy. 
Beau. Lou are a ſaucy Rogue. a 
Saun. Gud wull a, Sir, he'll tak your Laſs with a Long 
Tang that the Deel and Saundy wun a venter on, but he's 
here his aun fel, Si F TTT Tyne] 598 
e Rater Petruchis. 
Pet. Your moſt humble Servant. q 
Beau. Noble Petruchio. welcome, I thank-you for your 
Kindneſs to my Daughters. Within there. 2 
Saane eres 203d mod nk 
Conduct theſe Gentlemen to my Daughters, tell em theſe 
are both to be their Maſters, bid em uſe em civilly; rake 
in that Lute, and thoſe Books there. Petruchio Þ hear you 
have loſt your Father lately. ain. 
Pet. Tis true, but I hope to find another in you; in 
ſhort T hear you have a fair Daughter call'd Margaret, the 
World fays ſhe is a Shrew, - but. I think otherwiſe ; you 
know my Fortune, if you like my Perſon, with your Con- 
ſent, I'll be your Son-in-Law. : 
Beau. I ha ve ſuch a Daughter; but I ſo much Love you, 
I * not put her into your Hands, ſhe'll make you 
md... --- | CC 
Saun. Gud he's as mad as Heart can wiſh; Sir, he need 
nea halp, Sir. | Cs a 
Pet. TH venture it Father, ſo I'll preſume-to-call ye 
Pm as Peremptory,as ſhe's Proud-minded; And where two 
raging Fires meet together they dg conſume che thing that 
eeds 


” 
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= - feeds their Fury; my Fathers Eſtate I have better'd not 
5 imbezell'd; then tell me, if T can get your Daughters 
Love, what Portion you will give? Win 
Beau, After my Death the Moiety of my Eſtate; on tlie 
Wedding-day three Thouſand Pounds. 
Pet. And TI aſfure her Jointure anſwerable; get Wri- 
tings drawn, I'll Warrant yeu Plicarry the Wench. 
"Bean, Fair Luck betide yo. _ 
Enter Geraldo bleeding. | . 
1 How now Man, What's the matter? Will my Davgh- 
1 | | 8 
* ter be a good Lutaniſt? eee was" 
47 Ger. She'll prove a better Cudgel Player; Lntes will not 
=_ hold her. 4 Fein e # e 
47 Beau, Why then thou can'ſt not break her to thy Lute ? 
1 Ger. No, but ſhe has broke the Lute: to me; I did hut 
3 tell her ſhe miſtook her fretts, and bow'd her Head to teach 
her Fingrings, Frets call you theſe, (quoth ſhe)? and Ill 
fret with you, fo fairly took me o're the Pate with the 
| Lute, and ſet me in the Pillory ; and follow'd it with loud 
= * Volly's of Rogue, Raſcal, Fidler, Jack, Puppy, and ſuch 
1 | Pet. Now by the World I Love her ten times more than 
5 ere I did. „ e 
i Saun. Gud, bo' the Dell a bit ye's wad her, Sir; Wun's 
| A gi twa Pence for my Luggs gin you make her yer 
1 | Bride. | P 
Pet. Pll warrant you Saum, we'll deal with her well 
4% edoulno 7 75 2b at's B+. EF 
1 Beau. Well, Sir, Pll make you Reparation, proceed ſtill 
* with my youngeſt Daughter, ſhe's apt to learn. Petruchio 
| will you go with us, or ſhall I ſend my Daughter to you? 
Per. Pray do, Sir, and I'll attend her here. 
| . 3 LExeant. Manu. Pet. Saun. 
Sauz, Gud at yed gi Saund; a litile Siller to gea to Scor- 
land agen. 
Per. Why Saum I have not us'd the ſo unkindly.. 
Saun, Gud Iſe nea tarry with a Scauding Quean, Sir; 
yet the Deel faw my Luggs, it Tſe ken which is worſe to 
carry and venture my Crag, or gea heam to Scotland agen. 


Enter 
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| Ener Margaret. BW 
. "Ga Sirbal,) here ſhe comes; - now for a | Rubbers | 
at Cuffs. O Honey, pretty Peg, how do thou do Wench ? 
Marg. Marry come up Ragmanners, plain Peg? Where 
were you bred ? Lam called Mrs. Margaret. | 
Pet. No, no, thou ly'ſt Peg, thou'rt call'd plain Peg and 
bonny Peg, and ſometimes Pe: the Curſt, take this from 
me; hearing thy Wildneſs. prais'd in re Me Town, thy 
Virtues ſounded, and thy Beauty ſpoke off, oF {elf am 
mov'd to take for my Wife. _ | 
Marg. I knew at firſt you were a Moveable. - 
Pet. Why, What's a Moveable ? © 
Marg. A Joint Stool. 
Pet. Thou naſt hit it Peg, come ſit upon me. 
Marg. Aſſes were made to bear, and ſo were you. 
Wo. "Why now I ſe the World has much abusd thee, . 
*twas told me thou wer't Rough and Coy, and Sullen, | 
but I do find thee Pleaſant, Mildand Courteous ; thou 
can'ſt not Frown, nor Pout, nor bite the Lip as angry 


N . do. Thou art all 'Sweetneh.. 


Marg. Do not provoke me, I won't t ſtand ſtill and here 
my felt abusd. 


Pet. What a Rogue was that told me hob wert Lame, 
thou art as Arviohr s as an Offer! and as Pliable, 8 what a 


rare walk's there! why there's a gate puts. down the King 
of Frauce's belt great Horſe. 


Saw, And tlie King of Scotland's tea. 
Pet. Where did'ſt thou learn the gr and Paw Ty = 1 oo 


becomes thee rarely; 


Marg. Doe's it ſo ſaweebox? how will a Halter becom: | 
you with a running-knot under one Ear? 

Pet, Nay, no knot Peg, but the knot of Matrimon 
wirt thee and we, we all be an excellent mad Couph 
well mate OO 

Marg. I matchd to thie?- What? to ch a Fellow with 
ſach a Gridiron Face; with a Noſe ſet on like a Candels 
end ſtuck againſt a mud Wall; ; anda Moutlr to eat Milk- 
Porridge with Ladles? Foh, it almoſt turns my Stomach 
to look on't. 


Faun. | 
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Saun. Gud an your Stomachi wamble to ſee his Face, 


What will ye dea when ye ſee his Arſe, Madam? 


Marg. Marry come up Aberdeen, take that and ſpeak 
next when it comes to your turn. [bits him a bo on the Ear. 


Sau. S breed the Peel tak a gripe: Qyet fa v ä 8 
and Driſs your Doublat for Ws 


Pet. Take heed Peg, Saum's a deſperate Fellow. And 

Marg. Youw'r a couple of Logger: heads, Maſter and Man, 
that I can tell you. L Going. 

Pet. ad nay, ſtay Peg, for allthis I do like thee, and 
I mean to have thee, in truth I am thy Servant. 


Marg. Are you, why then Tll give: yon * and 
thus ll rye it on, there's for you. Cbeats him. 


Saun. Out, out, I'se gea for Scotland, Gud. an ſhe beat 


| # 2 Dead Man. 


Pet. Ill ſwear Tl cuff you, if you ſtrike agen. av 

Marg. That's the way to loſe your Ann, at "ou rye 
a Woman you are no Gentleman. 400 

Pet. A Herald Peg? Prithee Blazon my Coat. 

Marg. T know not your Coat; but your Creſt is a Cox- 
comb. [offers to go away. 

Pet. 'Yeop her Sirrah, ſtop her. 

Saun. Let Net en ea her gate, Sir, an ein twa Deels and 
A Scotch Wutch, blaw her Weeme full of Wind. 

Pet. Sta ber Sirrah, Nay her, I ſay. 

Saun. S'breed, Sir, ſtay her yer ſen, but hear ye, 
Sir, an her tale gea as faſt as her tang, Sud ve ha meet 
with a Whupſter, Sir. 

Per. Prethce Peg ſtay, and Ill talk to thee in carmett,. 

Marg. You may 8 long enough e're you get out a 
wife Word, get a Night Cap to keep your Brains warm. 

Pe}. I mean thou Bat keep me warm in thy Bed Peg; 
what think'ſt thou of that Peg ? In plain terms without 
more ado I have your Fathers Conſent, your 'Portions 
agreed upon, your Jointure ſettled, and for your own 


part, be willing or unwilling all's one, you I will matry, 


J am reſolv'd ont. 5 
An g. Marry come eupJock a Lent, Weben, my heave? 
X et. 
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Pet. A ruſk for your leave, here's a clutter ith a trouble. 
ſome Woman. reſt yon contented, I'll Hays þ st A 5 

Marg. You You all be bak d firſt, you within there, ha! 

Pet. Hold, get me a Stick Ce — : b. this hand, deny 
to Promiſe before your Father III not leave you a whole Rib, 
I'll make you dot and be glad on ane TP 

Marg. Why you nor, er, me, Sirrah ? you ate 4 
N Ra I don't thi but you haye Pieke, my 

ockets 

Fe I's ſoonerr pick. your Tang out O Four Head, nor 


Pocket. 0 

7 1 6 leave your id e prating, 5 have ou I x will or no 
Man ever ſhall whoever elſe attempts it his hroat will T cur, 
before he lies one Night with thee, it may be thine too for 
company ; : I am the Man am born to tame thee Peg. 

- Enter Beaufoy, Woodal and Tranio. 

Here comes your Father, never makedenial, if you do, you 
know what ſol owe, 

Marg. The Devil's i in this Fellow,” he lids beat me it my 
own Weapon, I havea good mind to marry him to ery if he 
can Tame me. 

Beau. Now Petrichio, how ſpeed you with my Daugh ter? 
. Fet. How but w 15 were impoſſible I ſhould ſpeed Lean, 
tis the beſt naturd'ſt L 

Beau. Why how now ana, ; in your Dumps? 

Marg. You ſhew a Fathers care indeed to Match me wich 
this mad, HeQtoring Fellow. 

Pet, She has — abus d Father, moſt unworthily, ſhe is 
not Curſt unleſs for Policy; for Patience, a ſecon 'Grizel 
| PET us-we have io agreed, the Wedding is to be on Tharſ- 

a next. - 
e (Gu Sogn (ys gea for Seorlanda Tueſday then. 
©. Wood. Hark Porn ſhe ſays ſhe'li ſee ww hang'd firſt, 
is this your ſpeeding T hal U make you refun | 
Her, Piſh chats 2 a way ſhe has go has 9 tten, I have Woo'd her, 
Won her, and ſhe's my on; ave made a bargain that 
before wag ſhedſhall in a little of her extravagant 
Humour, e. mult not ſeem to fall off from't too foon ; 
when we are alone, E are the kindeſt, loving'ft, Lender 
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* Chickins to one another! Pray Father provide the Feaſt, and 


bid the Gueſts, I muſt home to ſettle ſome things, and ferch 
ſome Writings in order to her Jointure,—Farewel Gallants, 
give me thy hand Peg. 
Beau. I know not What to ſay, but give me your Hands, ſend 
you Joy; Petruc hio, tis a Match. 
ng Tran. Amen lay we, we all are Witneſſes, 2 
Mos, Why, Sir, de' ye mean to match me in ſpight of my 


Teeth! 
Pet. Nay, peace Peg, peace, thou need'ſt not be peeviſh be- 
fore theſe, tis only before Strangers according to our Bargain; 
come Peg, thou ſhalt. go ſee me rake Horſe, | rewel Father, 
Marg. AsT live Iwill not. 
Per. By this Light but you ſhall; nay. no reſty tricks, away. 
Eu. 

Saun. Gud I'se be your Lieutenant and bring up your reer, 
Madam. LExit 

Mood. Was ever Match . ſo ſuddii ugly *. f 

Bea. Faith, Gentlemen, I ve venrur' f madly on a deſ- 
perate Mart. 

Mood. But now, Sir, as to your younger Daughter, you 
may remember my long Love and Service. vo 

ran. I hope I may, without Arrogance, Sir, "beg you ro 
look on me as a Perſon of more Merit. 

Beau. Content ye, Gentlemen, P11 compound this ſtrife, tis 
Deeds not Words muſt win the Prize; I love you both, but 
he that can aſſure my aner the nobleſt t Joinrure hrs her, 
what ſay you, Sire" 

Mood. of make it out my Eſtate bh De Clirs) full 

twenty Thouſand Pounds, beſides ſome ventures at Sea, and all 
I have at my Deceaſe I give her. 
Tran. Is that all, Sir? Alas *tis to Light, Sir 1 am my 
Fathers Heir, and only Son, and his Eſtate is worth- three 
Thouſand Pound per Annum; that will afford a Jointare an- 
ſwerable to her Portion; no Debrsn6r1iicumbrarices, no For- 
tions to be paid have 1 nip't you, Sir? 

Beau. I muſt confeſs your offsr is the beſt, and let + dit we 
ther make her this aſſurance; ſhe is your on, elſe yon muſt 
don me, i [you ſhould die etre him, where's her Power? 
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Tran, That's bub z Cavel, he's old, I'youn 

Wood. And may not young Men die as we 0 old, haveT 
aip't you there — ? 

Beau. Well, Gentlemen, I am n thut reſolv'd, on Tharſdy 
my Daughter Peg is to be Married; the T harſday followiog 
Brancha's yours, if you make this Aſſurance; if not, Mr Wood- 
41 has her; and ſoltakemy leave, and thankyou both. Exit. 

Mood. Sir, your Servant; now I fear you not: Alas, young 
Man, your Father is not ſuch a Fool, to give you all, and in 
his waining Age, ſet his Foot under your able; vou may go 
Whiſtle for your Miſtriſs, ha, ha, ha. ©. [Exzr. 

Tran. A Vengeance on your crafty wither'd Hide, Let tis 
in my Head to do my Maſter good: I ſee no reaſon why this 
ſuppos'd young ¶ inlove ſhould not get a ſuppos'd Father cal- 
led, Sir Lyonel Winlove, and that's a wonder, Fathers com- 
monly get their Children, but here the Caſe muſt be alter d. 


Love brings ſuch prodigies as theſe to "Town, Ag n 
For FRG at beſt, turns all Thing e Down. 8 
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Act M 


Enter Winlove, Croc: Rana“ Table r with V. . 
two Chairs and Guitar. A er pricłt with SONG 8. 


Ger. Ray, Madam, will y you! take out this Leſſon on che 
Guitar. 


Win. Here be de ver BS story in de Varle of Moun- 
ou Appollo, and Madimoſelle uu. Me vil Read you dat 
am. 
Ger. Good Madam, mind not that Monteur Shorthoſe; 
but learn this Leſſon firſt. 


Wiz. Begar Monſieur Fideler, you be de vera ue trouble 


os KO. 
rere 
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ſome Fellow, me vil make de great Hole in your Head wid 


de Gittar, as Mrs Margaret did. | 
Ger. This is no place to Quarrel in: But Remember 


Biancha. Why, Gentlemen, you do me double wrong, to 
ſtrive for that which reſteth in my bare Choice : To end the 


D 2 Quar- 
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fident it is ſo, this muſt, be ſome Perſon that has t 
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Quarrel, fir down; ant Tune Sow 222 and by that 
time his Lecture will be done. 
Ger. You'l leave his Lecture, when 1 am in Tune. 
Bian. Yes, yes; daz e Come, Mondigur, let's 
ſfeeqour Oden Ain codes 2 arm uon 
in. I do ſuſpect that Fellow. Sure heb no Ente binden, 
Bian. Here's: the place, come Read. Reads. 
Do not believe I am a Frenchman, my Nene is Winlove ; He 
that bears my Name about the Tomm, is, my Man Tranio. I am Jour 
affionate Servant, and maſt live by jour W | eee by fo 
r= ep. urs Liftromy hopes. „„ 
Ger. Madam, your Guitar is in Tune. 14 
Bian. Let's hear; fye, there's 2 Stria f "7 Pi 
_ Make a deſpit turn in _—_ whole an, and Tune, it 
in. Nin 18 13 37571 10. HXLDIEEAD 1 507 45 7 ICH? 
5 3 N o let me ſee. [Seems to read.] 1 know not Fl to be- 
lieve you. But if it Vt" true, Noble My. Wintove-deſerves to be 
ime "keep jour own'Coancit; and it is 
not impoſſi ible but your Hopes may be converted into Ci ertainties. | 


Ger. Madam, now tis perfectly im Tune. 


Vin. Fye, fye, r no, Tune — Il. 
Bian. 90, 8, e 1505 N 
Ger. Monſieur, pray walk 250, Fc give me leave a while, | 
my Leſſon: will make no Muſick in three Parts. 
Win. Me vil no trouble you Monſieur Fiddeller. Lam con- 
n a diſ- 
guiſe, Hike me, to Coutt Branche; I'IH Watch him. A [ Aſide, 
Ger. Firſt, Madam, be pleas'd to (ing, the laſt Song, that T 
taught you, and then well proceed. | 
Bian. Til try, but I'm afraid Tſhall be out. 


11015 imo SONG. ef ROLLS boot 5 
Ger. Madam, Sos you proceed any! farther, there be ſome 


ſew Rules ſer down in this Paper, in order to your Fingering, 
Will be worth your Peruſal. 


Bian. Let' 8 ſee. | Reads. 
TD Tape a Late. Maſte ſter, We Fig fair Plata Phave 


64. Pate 2 iſe to get Acceſs to you, and tell jou I am your 
* 3 


vant an peſnate rer, e Piſh take your 
Rules 


2 
9 4. #4 
* 


ö 2 oF 
* — 
„ N 
* 
.4T # 
2 
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Rules again, I like em not, the old 3 me beſt, Ido 
not care for changing old Rules for theſe fooliſh new Iaventions. a 
Euter Servant. ; 

Serv, Madam, my Lords calls for you to help dels the Bride. 
Bian. Farewel then Maſter I muſt be gone. [Exennt. 
Ger, I know not what to think of her, this Fellow looks as- 

if he were in Love, and ſhe carreſſes him. [Theſe damn'd 
French Men, have; got all the Trade in Town, if they get up 
all the handſome Women, the Exgliſh muſt een march into. 


_ Wales for Miſtreſſes; well, if thy T hrs Biancha are grown” 
ſo low, to caſt thy wandring Eyes on ſuch a Kickſhaw, ; Im 


reſolv'd to ply my Widow. Exit. 
Win. I am glad I'm rid of him, chat I may cal my Mo- 


ther Tongue agen, Biancha has given me n I dare half 


believe ſhe loves me, nn 


Euter Bea ufoy,. Woodal, Tranio,  Margarer,. Biarcha, mY 


| Attendants, | 
But here s her Pecbel oi 
Beau. Believe me, Gentlemen, tis very fence t This Day 


Petruchio appointed, yet he comes not; methinks he ſhould 


10 more a Gentleman, than to nnen a ſlur upon my Fami- 


e Nay, you have uſed me finely, aud likes Father; 1 
muſt be fore d to give my hand againſt my Will, to a rude 
mad - brain'd Fellow here; who Wood in haſte, and means 
to Wed at leifure; ' This comes of obeying you, if munen, | 


were you ten thouſand Fathers, hang me. 


Tran. Be Patient, Madam, on my life he'll comin 71 tho? he 
be blunt and merry, I'm ſure he's Noble; good Madam, go 


put on your Wedding Clouths, 1 know he'll be with you Ere- 


you be Dreſ. 
Marg. Wedding Cloaths, VIiſee lun hang'd before I'll have 
him, unleſs it be to ſerateh his Eyes out © [Exit weeping. 


Beau. Poor Girl! I cannot blame — to weep, for ſuch 
an Injury wou'd vex a Saint; tho I am old, 1 —_ find ſome- 
body will call him to a ſtrict Account for e | 

Enter Jamy. 11 2 

Jam. OMaſter, News? ET! and ach News i as: _ ne- 


| vet heard off. 


G Brew. 
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table to bis Maſter; he looks no more like a Chriſtian oot- 
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. Why what News have you, Sir? 
Jam, Is't not News to hear Petruchio's coming 2 
Beau. Why, is he come? | 
Jam. Why, no my Lord. hn. Pi wis:; 75 
Beau. What then Sirrah ? * Fads fort | ant! 
- Jam. He's coming, Sir... 0116720010764 
Beau, When will he be here? 4 
46 Jaws! When he ſtands where I am and ſees you there. 
Beau. Well Sirrah, is this all the News? -- 
a — Why Perrachio is coming in a new Hat, and an old 
Coat, a pair of Britches thrice turn'd, a pair of Bots t hat 
have been Candle - caſes; an old ruſty Sword with a broken 
Hilt, and never a Chape; upon an old Lean, Lame, Spavin'd 
Glander d, Broken -winded Jade, , with a Womans ene 
of Velvet, here and there piec'd th Packthread. 15 RE 
Tran. Who comes with him? N 
Jam. O, Sir, his Man Saum, and in an Equipage v very ſui- 


* then Hook like a Windmilll. 
Wood. This is a molt ſtrange Exrravagant 1 Humour. 
Beau. I'm glad he comes however he 
Enter Petruchio and Sauny ſtrangely habited. 

Net. Come, where be theſe Gallants, who's at home? 

Beau. You're welcome, Sir, I'm glad your come at laſt, 

Tran. I think I have ſeen you in better Cloaths, 

Pet. Never, never, Sir, this is my Wedding:Suit; why 
how now, how now, Gentlemen, what d' ye. {tare at, dye 
take me for a Monſter ? | 

| Weed. Faith in that Habit you might paſs for one in the Fair. 

Pes. O you talk merrily, my Taylor tells me it is the neweſt 
Faſhion : But where” s my Peg? I ſtay too long from her, the 
. 1 tis time we were at Church. 

Tran. ou won't Viſit her thus? 

Pet. pF nat ut I will, 

Saun. And ſea will Saundy tea, Sir. 

Beau. But you will not Marry her ſo, will you? 

Saun. A my Saul fal he, Sir. 

Per. To me ſhe's Married, not to my Cloarhs; will you 
along Father and Gentlemen : ? PH to Church immediately, nor 


tarry a Minute. EIN _ 


u 


Ir 
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Saun. Hers ye, Sir, if ſal Marry her after the Scotch Di- 


rectory, then gin ye like ber vol ye ma w put her awaw, 


bow ſay 45 e now ? Exit. Pet. and Saun. 
e 


Tran. He has ſome meaning in this mad Attire, but you 
muſt perſwade him to put on a better, e er he goes to Church. 
Beau. Let's aſter and ſee what will become of it. Exit. 
Tran. Well, Sir, you find there's no other way, tis too 


ſhort warning to get your Father up; ſhould you ſteal the 


Match, who knows but both the old ools wouldſo deeply re- 
ſent it to your Prejudice? 

Win. Why prethee this way it will be Seolen, for? tis but a 
Cheat, which will in a little time diſcover'd, 

Tran. That's all one, it carries a better Face, and we ſhall 
have the more ſport; beſides Ser it comes out your Father may 
be wrought to like it, and confirm my Promiſes ; She is ſui- 
table to you every way, and ſhe i is rich ae to do ĩit, and 


Loves you well enough beſides. 


Wis, Well if it muſt be ſo, let's contrive it handſomly 
Tran, Let me alone, Jam) ſhall do the Bufineſs, he ſhall 


find out ſome Knight of the Poſt, chat ſhall be old Sir Lat 


Wizlove here, and make aſſurance of a greater Jointure. then I 


Propos'd; ne er fear it, Sir, IIl ſo inſtruct him, it ſhall be car- 


ried without the leaſt Suſpition. | | 
Wiz. Ay but you know old Beaufoy knows my Father. 
Tran. That's nothing, 'tis ſo many Years lince he ſaw him, 


he will never diſtingui | him by his Face. 

Vin. This may be done, but notwithſtanding all did not my 
Fellow :- Teacher, that damn'd Lute· Maſter ſo nearly watch us, 
*twould not be amiſs to ſteal a Marriage, and that once per- 
form'd, let all the World fay no, I'll keep my own. 

Trav. That we may rhink on too; this ſame Lute-Maſter 


\ FE more then half ſuſpect: 
Wiz. And ſo do. 


Win. Tha ve miſt a Gentleman ou of NICE a good while, 
but let that paſs, I have already ſent Jam / to find a Man. 


nter W oodal, 
To our Poſtures, here's Mr. Moodal, he mult be Chougd too 


among the reſt; = you, Wy came you from * Slug, 
5 tie tas ood. 
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M vod. As williogly as eber Lcame from School. 
; Trex. And is the Bride and Bridegroom coming home? 
Mood. A Bridegroom, why wit a ene ay the De- 
vil, a Devil, a very — m e H 6 
Fran. Why ſhe's a Devil, an errant Devil; 5 nay, the De- 
am. Ka B79 28d 4 25t bag 151 | 
«Wood. But ſhe's a Lamb, a Dove, 2 Child 0 7 "When 


the Prieſt askt if he Would take Margaret for his Wife? -I by 


Gogs wound's quoth he, and Swore ſo loud! that all amaz d, 
the Prieſt lets fall the Book, and as the Sexton ſtoop'd to take 
it up, this mad brain'd Bridegroom took him ſuch! a cuff, that 


fey fell Sexton, Book and all, in 5 woe aks i upquoth * 
aby ft." 711 195; | 1 Þ 


Tran What faidthepoor Bride to e . 

Mood. Trembld and ſhook like an Aſpen Leaf; after this 
juſt as the Parſon join'd their Hands, he-call'd to his Roguy 
Scotehman, for a Glaſs of Muſcadine, drank his Wives Health, 
andithre the Toaſt in the Clarks Face, - becauſe! his Beard 
grew thin. and hungry; then took the Bride about the Neck 
And gave her ſuch a Smack the Church eccho'd again; the 
ſight of this made me run away for Shame, I know they are 
Slowing by this time; hut hark, I hear the Fidlers. LMaſich. 

Enter Beauſoy, Perruchio, 1 Biancha, Geraldo, 1 
un My 1 
Pet. Gentlemen and Friends I thank you for. your Pains, I 
know you think to dine with me to day, and have prepar'd 
great Store of 'Wedding-Chear, but ſo it is, grand Bul incſs 
Calls me hence, and I take my leave. | 


= Bean, Is't poſſible you willaway to N ight 2 


Pet. I muſt immediately, if you knew my 19854 you 


Wotrd not wonder; well honeſt Gentlemen I thank you all, 


"that have beheld me giv e away my ſelf to this moſt Patient, 
Sweet and Virtuous Wiſe, Dine with my Father here, and 


| \drink my Health, for I muſt hence and ſo fare wel to you all. 


Saun. Wun's will ye nea eat you: Wadden-Dunner, Sir? 
Tran. Let us Intreat you to ſtay till aſter Dinner. 
Pet. It muſt not be. | 
oy Let me Intreat you. D 

t. That will do __ Iam content. 
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Marg. Are you content to ſtay? ? 
Pet. I am content you ſhou'd Intreat me, hut yet I will not 

ſtay intreat me how you can. | 

Marg. Now if you love me ſtay, 

Pet. I cannot, Saunythe-Horfes, . 

Saun. They ha ve nea eat their Wadden Duaner yet. 

Pet. Sirrah get the Horſes. | 

Marg. Nay then do what thou canſt, I wort go to day, nor 
to morrow, nor till I pleaſe my ſelf, The Door is open, Sir, 
there lies your way, you may be jogging while your Boots be 

recen. | — "1619 
: Pet. O Peg content thee, prithee be not angry. 1 1 

Mare. I will be angry, what haſt thou to do? Father be 

quiet, So ſhall ſtay my leiſure. EE 
Mood. I marry, Sir, now it begins to work.  _. 

Marg. Gentlemen forward to the Bridal Dinner; I ſee a 
Woman may be made a Fool of, if ſhe want Spirit to. reſiſt. 
Pet. They ſhall go forward Peg at thy Command; obey the 
Bride you that attend on her. Go to the Feaſt, Revel, Ca- 
rouſe, and Dance, be Mador Merry, or go Hang your ſelves; 
but for my bonn) Peg ſhe muſt with me; nay look not big 
upon't, nor ſtamp, nor ſtare, nor fret; come, come, gently, 
ſo, ſo, ſo, that's my good Peg, I will be-Maſter of my own; 
ſhe is my own proper Goods and Chattels; my Houſe, my 
Ox, my Aſs, my any thing: Look here ſhe ſtands; rouch her 
who dare, I'll make him ſmoak that offers to ſtop me in my 
way. Sauny unſheath thy Dudgeon Dagger, we are beſet 
with Thieves, reſcue thy Miſtreſs if thou beeſt a Man; fear 
not ſweet Wench I'll Buckler thee againſt a Million; nay, 
come. | yy 
Marg. Will none of you help me? 

Saun. The Deel a bit of Dunner ye gat, Gud at ye would 
ſpeak to your Cuke to gi Saund) a little Mutton and Porridge 
to put in his Wallet. ¶Exeunt. Pet. Marg. Saun. 
Beau. Nay let em go, a couple of quiet ones. „ 

Tran. Never was ſo mad a Match. | 
Beau. Well Gentlemen lets in, we have a Dinner, altho' we 
want a Bride and Bridegroom to it; Biancha you {hall take 
your Siſters room, and Mr, W:iz/ove you may practife for a 
Br idegr oom. Exennt, | E Wood. 
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Wood. Monſieur how do ye find my Miſtreſs inclin'd ? _ 
Win. Mecan no tell dat yet, but in time Monſieur me ſal 
inform you, be 


Wood. Pray ply her cloſe, here's ſomething for you. 
it 5 e Woodal. 


Win, Me tank you, Sir; ha, ha, ha, I muſt go tell this to 
my Biancha. [Ex:#. Winlove. 


Tran. Hark ye, Sir, you may inform me, pray what think 
you, does Madam Biancha fancy any other but my ſelf, ſhe 
bears me fairin hand, pray diſcover, Sir, I ſhall not be Un- 
grateful ? | 

Ger. Troth, Sir, I think ſhe's as all other Women are. 

Trav. How is that pray? 

Ger. Why Fickle and Fooliſh. | 

T Fu. Why d'ye think ſo of her, ſhe was ater held Dit. 
creet? 
Ger. No ſober Man will think ſo: I tell you, Sir, ſhe cares 
neither for you, nor any Man, that's worth caring for ; ſhe's 
faln in Love with a Monſieur Jack-daw, a Fellow that reaches 
bad French, in worſe Engliſh. 

Tran. That Fellow, why tis eee 

Ger. Tis true tho?, 

Tran. Why Tam confident he was employ'd by old modal, 
as his Inſtrument to Court her for him. 

Ger. If he were, he has ſpoken one word for him and two 


for himſelf. 

Enter Winlove fucdiby Biancha. | 
See here they come hand in hand, 2 51 cloſe, erer your 
Eyes may covince you. 

Min. Madam, you need not Joabe my Paſſion ; by thoſe 
fair Eyes I ſwear (an Oath inviolable) you have made a Con- 
queſt over me ſo abſolute, that I mult die your Captive.” p 

Tran, What does he fay, what does he fay ? 

Ger. I cannot hear, liſten. t 

Bian. I muſt believe you, Sir, there's ſome ſtrange Power 
attends you Words, your attractive Actions, and your Per- 
ſon, which is too ſtrong for my weak reſiſtance; 3 you have won, 
-but do not boaſt your Victory. | * TE 

. They Nay 
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Tran. Nay then I ſee 'tis ſo, I cannot hold! Madam you 
muſt forgive my Interruption, you have usd me kindly, fooPd 
me with fine hopes, your Monſieur there has read Excellent 
Leſſons to you. MR 

Bian. Sir, J underſtand you not. 
Ger. That is, you won't. 

Win, What bede matter Monſieur Fiddeler ? | 

Ger. No Fiddler, nor no Lutaniſt Manſieur ud Point, but 
one that ſcorns to live in a diſguiſe ; for ſuch a one as lea ves a 
Gentleman, to doat upon a Pardon « moy Jack- pudding; know, 
Jam a Gentleman, my name Geraldo. 1 

Bian. Alas, Sir, and have you been my Maſter all this while 
and I never knew it? : 

Ger. Yes, fweet Lady, you did know it; I ſee you have a 
little Spice of Pig in you: But I have done with you; Mr. 
Wiznlove, pray tell me, don't you hate this Gentlewomannow ? 

Tray. cannot fay I hate her; but Pm ſure I don't love 
her for this days Work, wou'd ſhe Court me, I Swear I wou'd 
not have her. OY | 
a Nor I, by Heavens: I have Sworn, and will keep my 

th. | 
Bian. Why Gentlemen, I hope you will not both give the 
Willow Garland, 4 75 

Ger. Go, go, you are a ſcurvy Woman; I have a Widow 
that has Lov'd meas long as I have lov'd you. Sweet Lady, 
I am not Bankrupt for a Miſtriſs: Tis true, ſhe's ſomething 
of your Siſters Humour, a little Waz-ward; but one three Days 
time at the Taming-School, will make her Vye with any Wife 
in England, And then ] can paſs by you unconcern'd. 

5 ow The Tamiag-School, for Heavens fake where is that, 
ir! | 

Ger. Why your Brother Petruchio's Houſe : I doubt you 
muſt there too, c'er you'll be good for any thing; I'll too him 
immediately. Fa rewel thou Vile Woman. | Exit. 

Bian. Ha, ha, ha, this is Excellent. | 

Tran. Madam, I beg your Pardon; but I hope my boldneſs 
with you, has done my Maſter ſome Service. 

Win. Believe me has it Tranio, and I muſt thank thee. 

| E 2 Enter 
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Enter Jamy. 


Now, Sirrah, whither away in ſuch haſt? 
Jam. O Maſter, I have found him. 
Min. What? Who haſt thou found? 8 
Jam. A rare old Sinner in the Temple Cloyſters, will do the 


Feat to a hair. 


Bian, What Feat? What's to be done? 
Wiz, That which I told you of my Faireſt : 
Where is he? +36 8h 
Jam, Here, here he Walks in the Court. 
Bian. Well, I muſt in, or I ſhall be miſt; 


Carry the Matter handſomly, and let me not ſuffer, [Exit. 


Win. Fear not Madam; call him in, Tranio. [IÄ Exit. 
You muſt Inſtruct him, PII not be ſeen in't. „„ 
Enter Jamy and Snatchpenny. 

Tran. Now Friend, what are pu? 

Snat. Any thing that you pleaſe, *Sir. © 

Tran. Any thing; why what can you do? 

Snat. Any thing, for ſo much as concerns Swearing and Lying 


to your Worſhips Service, and to get an Honeſt Livelyhood , So 


pleaſe you to imploy me. 
Tran. Why thou may'ſt ſerve turn I think; 
But I'll put thee to no Swearing, bare Lying and 
Impadence will ſer ve for my Occaſion; _ 
You muſt bate of the Price for that. ns 
Suat. Faith, Sir, they'r both of a Price, take em or leave 
'em. 
Tran. But can'ſt thou manage and carry off a good well-con- 
trivd Lye, to the beſt advantage? 
Snat. I ſhould be very ſorry elſe; it has been my Trade theſe 
ſeven and thirty Vears, never fear it, Sir. 
am. Nay, I pickt him out among half a Score; 
I fancy'd he had the beſt lying Face among 'em. | 
Tran. Well, come along with me, and I'll inſtruct you; but 
if you fail, look to your Ears, if you have any. 
Fnat. Ill venture Neck and all to do it, Sir. [Est 
Enter 
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Enter Sauny and Curtis /everally.  Petruchio's Houſe. 

Curt. Honeſt Sauny, wellcome, wellcome. | 
Saun. Saundy's Hungry; can't you get a little Meat, Sir? 

Cart. Yes, yes, Saum. 8 „ 

Saun. | Ye, mun gat a gude Fire, Sir; Mrs. Bride has gat a 
faw intull a Dike, ſhe's aw wet Sir; gud ſhe has not a dry 
thread to her Arſe. | | 1 

Curt. Is Maſter and Miſtreſs coming Sauny? Wo 

Saun, Gud are they, gin they be nea frozen to the grund, 
bo whare's your Fire man ? 45S 

Curt. *Tis making, tis making, all things are ready; Prithee 
what News good Sauny, what kind of Woman is our Miftriſs ? 

Saun, Ken ye twa and twenty Dee'ls Sir. 

Curt. Mary Heaven defend us. 

Saun. Gud ſhe has ean twa and twenty Dee'ls I'ſe nea bate 


ye ean of 'em. 

Cart. They fay ſhe's a cruel Shrew. 

Saun. O my faul Sir, Pſe hau'd a thouſand pund, ſhee's ſet 
up her Tang, and Scaud fro Edinbrough to London, and nere 
draw bit fort. 4 : | 

Curt. What ſhall we do then, there will be no living for us? 

Saun. Gud will.there not, Wun's I think the Deel has flead 
off her Skin, and put his Dam, intul't; Bo where's Philip, and 
George and Gregory, SRO EOS 23 

Curt. They'r all ready, what ho, come forth here, Philip, 

George, Joſeph, Nick, where are you? | | 


Enter four or five Serving Men. 
Philip. Honeſt Saum, wellcome hom. 
Saun. Geat me fome Meat, and I'll believe ye Sir. 
Geor. I am glad to ſee thee Sauny. 
Saun, Gat me a Drink, and Ige believe ye tea. | 
Joſep. What, Saum come to Town again, Wellcome? 
Saun, Wun's, Walcome, walcome, gat me gude Meat and 
Drink, that is Walcome, Sir. 
Nick, Old Luſty Fellow Saxny, wellcome. 
Saun. How d'ye Wally? 
Nick, D'ye hear the News, Sauny? Wally Wats is Dead. 
Saun, S'breed, nea Man that geas on twa Leggs cou'd flay 
Wully Wats, Sir. 1 Nick. 


L eggs, t Was Mr. Tyburne, for he was fairly 6. 5 


mory, deliver your Meſſage your fel, Sir: 
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| Nick. True; for he was fairly han 
Saun. I was ſure nea Man that yy 
him. le | 


d. 
t on twa Legs could ſlay 
Nick, Youare in the right Samm, for twas one with three 


" 
. 


Saun. S breed ye lie, Sir, the Gallows might kill him, and 


break his ſtout Heart, but it cou d nea hang him: Tis hang 


an Engliſb Man. 5 7510 | 
* Nick. Well, but what kind of Woman is our Miſtriſs, Sauny ? 

Saun. You'l ken ſoon enough *tea your Sorrow, and wea, 
Sir; Ye've awe twa Luggs a peece o your Head: A my Saul 


Lose niea gea ye twa Fennys for them by'ch Morn : How lay ye 


now ? t r 
| Enter Petruchio and Margaret. 
Pet. Where be theſe idle Rogues? What no more at Door 
to hold my Stirrip, or take my Horſes? Where's curtis, Philip, 
Nick and Gregory? | 
Al, Here, here, here, Sir. 


Pet. Here, here, here, n lege Currs; What, no 
Attendance, no Regard, no Duty ? Where's that fooliſh 
Knave I ſent before? | | | 

Saun. Wuns, Sir, I'se be fea hungry, and fea empty, ye 


may travel quite thro'me, and nere fav Ns Fingers, Sir. 


Pet. You Mangy Rogue, did not I bid you meet me in the 


Park, and bring theſe Raſcals with you ? 


Saun. Gud did ye, Sir; bo I'seſea hungry, I'se ha nea Me- 


Pet. Be gone you Slaves, and fetch my Supper in; Rogues 


do ſpeak, and don't you fly to make haſt. ¶ Exit 2 or 3 Servants. 


Sit down. Peg and welcome. Why when I pray, nay good 
{ſweet Peg be merry, theſe are Country clowniſh Fellows; pri- 


thee be Merry : Off with my Boots, Sirrah, you Rogues, ye 
Villains, When | 


SINGS. 


Tt was the Orders of the Fryar Gray, 
As forth he walked on bis Way. 


Marg. Sure he will run himſelf out of Breath, and then it 
will bo my turn . | q 

Pet. Out you Rogue; you pluck my Boot awry ; take that 
and mend it in pulling off the other. Be merry Peg. Some Wa- 
ter here, ho; where's my Spanniel, Sirrah ? Make haſte and 
deſire my Couſin Ferdinand to come hither, one Peg you muſt 
kiſs, and be acquainted with: Where are my Slippers? Shall 
I have ſome Water? Come, Peg, waſh and welcome Heartily. 

Saun. Wuns bo whare is the Meat to mack her welcome. 

Marg. We ſhall fall out if we waſh together. 

Pet. You Whorſon Villain will yor let it fall? __ 

Marg. Pray, Sir, be Patient, *twas an unwilling Fault. 

Table cover'd. Enter Servants with Meat, 

Pet, An Idle, Careleſs, Beetle-headed-Slave. 
Come Peg, fit down. I know you have a Stomach. 
Will you give Thanks, ſweet Peg, or ſhall I? 

Or each for our ſelves ? Come, fall too. 
What's this, Mutton? _ i 
Saun. Gud is it, Sir. 
Pet. Who bought it ? 

Cor, Lat Sr 2 0 
Pet. You Raſcal you tis not Mutton, *tis the Breaſt of a 
Dog; What Currs are theſe? 'tis dry'd and burn't to a Coal 
too, where is this Raſcal Cook? How dare you bring ſuch. 
rotten Meat to my Table? Why d'ye mean to Poiſon me, ye 
25 1 Whelps, what d'ye grumble? Tl be with you 

raight. | 

Marg. Pray Husband be content, the Meat is good Meat; 
and I am very hungry, I muſt and will eat ſome of it. 

Per. Not for the World Peg, I love thee better then ſo ; 
tis burnt and will engender Chollar, a Diſeaſe we are both 
too ſubject too; I love thee too well to give the any thing to 
hurt thee, we lf faſt to Night, to moxrow well make it up. 
Marg. Say what you will, Sir, Þlt eat ſome of it; did you 
bring me hither to ſtarve me? CO, 

Pet. Why ye Raſcals will ye ſtand till and fee your 
5 05 Poifon her ſelf? Take it away out of her fight, 

uickly. 
he: [Throws the Meat at em, Sa uny gets it. 
Saum. 
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Saun. Gud Saundy will venture, Pbiſbſi and till 
Pet. Well Peg, this night we U faſt for Company; come 
I'll bring thee to the Bridal Chamber. 
1 Marg, I mult eat ſomething y pad be Sick elſe ; bur an 
6 . No; no, prithee dont tall on 775 to Bed 215 a fl 
Wen N 
Marg. But a cruſtof Bread. | e 
Pet. To morrow to morrow ; come e away. . 
. \ LExexps. 
Car. Did'ſt ever ſee thi like ? 7 * 
Gebr. He kills her in Her own Hindu 8 
Phil. Have you ſaid Grace San,? | 
Saun. Gud I was fea hungry, I forgot Grace. 0 thou that 
haſt fill d our Boyes and our Blathers, keep wag from Whore- 
dom and Secrefie, *' © - 
Nick, Secrecy, why Saum)? en ee 3540 7 3, 
Saun. Wuns, Man, it is Wutchcraft; ore 700 put me out 
with the Deel's name to ye: Keep us aw from Whoredom 
and Secreſie, from the Dinger o'th the ſwatch to the Gallow 
Tree, keep us aw, we. beſeech thee : Tak a Drink Man. 
Phil. Are ye full now Saum 
Saun. As fow as a Piper, ye may put ean Finger in at my 
Mouth, and per! in mine Arſe, and feel beath ends o' my 
Dunger. 
5 [Exeunt, 


8 as in 4 Bed Chamber, is Margaret, and Servantr 
_ + . Sauny. * 


Pet, Where are you, » you Rogues? B08 Lights has, come 
Peg undreſs to bed, to bed 

Marg. Pray ſend your Men away, and call for ſome of your 
Maids. 


Per Maids, hang Maids,l have no ſuch Vermin about my ne 5 
- "2" 8 


of 
8 
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theſe will do as well ; Here, * come hither, $irahy: and 


undreſs your Miſtreſs. - 

Saun, O! my Saul, Sir, rie put on my Head. piece; no, 
an ye Il bind 4 hands behind her I'fe undreſs her. © Do 
(Goes to tale up ber Coats. 


Pet. What doſt thou do? | 
Saun. In Scotland we aw ways begin at the nether end of 


2 bonny Lats. 
Pet. Who made this Bed: - What Raſcals are De nd Foh ! 


theſe Sheets are Muſty as the Devil, and what Rags are here 


upon my Bed ? Is this a Counterpain > tis a Diſhclour. 


Marg. Why the Counterpain is well enough, and Rich 
enough, and the Sheets are as Clean, and as Sweet as may be. 

Pet. Fie, fie, Peg, thou haſt got a Cold, and loſt thy Smel- 
ling, I tell thee — are all Damp and Muſty, I wou'd not 
have thee to venture to Lie in em for the World, it wou'd 
be thy Death; here, take em away, we muſk ee'n ſit up, 
there's no remedy. f 

Marg. Pray, Sir, talk not of ſitting up, I am fo ſleepy I 
can't hold my Eyes open, I muſt to Bed. 

Per. TIl keep thee waking, I warrant thee z Ho, Curtis, 
bring us a Flaggon of March-Beer, and ſome I obacco, and 
clean Pipes, we'll be merry. - * [Exit Curtis. 

Marg. Why, what d' ye mean, are you: Mad, 

Pet. Mad > IF what ſhould we do? I mean, thou and . 
hand to fiſt, will drink a Health to my Father, and wy, Siſter, 
and all our good Friends at London. 2 


"Foray Servant with Beer and Tobaces: 


- Marg. Why, you don't take me to be one of your fellow 
Toſs- pots? 

Pet. I mean to teach thee to R thou muſt learn that, 
or thou'rt no Wife for me: Here, Peg, to thee with all my 
Heart, a whole one, and thou art welcome; My Father's 
good Health , Peg, you ſhall Pledge it. 

Marg. I can't Drink without Eating; twill make me =W 

Pet. Piſh, piſh, that's but a Fancy; Come, off with! it, or 


thou ſhalt neither Ear nor Drink t is Month. | 
F | "Mare. 
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Marg. Shall I go to Bed when T Haye drank it ? 

Saum. Gud at ye gi Sæmndy a little Drink, Madam. 

Per. Talk of that anon. She drinks. 
So, here, Peg, here's a Pipe I hive fill'd for thee my ſelf, 
Sir down, and Light it. 

Marg.. D'ye mean to make a meer Hackny Horſe of me ? 
What doffer me your naſty Tobacco fo 

Pet. Nay, ne're make fo ſhy, I know "on lovſt it: Come, 
youn Laut are often troubled with the Tooth- ach, and 
take it in their Chambers, though they wont appear Good- 


Fellows amongft us : Take it, or no Sleep, nor Meat, Peg, 


dye hear. | 
Marg. Ves, to m. Graf; 1 won't be Abus d thus. [ Weeps. 


Pet. Nay, nay, Go where thou wilt III make thee Smoak - 


before I ſleep. F 1 


Ener Petruchio and Sauny. 


Pet. CIrrah, wait on our Mifrify;- Say what you will to 
her, aud Vex her, but do not touch her; and ter her 


have no Meat! charge my 

Saun. S breed, Sir, ſend her into the Heelands i in Scotland, 
there's Hunger and Caud enough, there ſhe may ſtarve her 
Pally foo. 

Per. Well, Sirrah, do as 1 direct you. Exit. 

San. Of my Saul wull I Sir, Lee Il let me take my Head- 


piece to defend me, Sir. 


Enter Warpe. o K 0 


Marg. What Gregory, Philip ! No Body near me? 


Sawny, Where are you? 
Saun. Tſe een hard at your Arſe, Madam. 


Marg. Where's your Maſter ? 


Saum 
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Saun. Hes gone to the Market himſelf, and he Il bring ye 
heam a braw BulFs Puzzle to Swaddle your Weam with. 

Marg. And in the meamtime I am Famiſht ; Was ever Wo 
man us d fo damnably? | I am: Sraryd for Meat, giddy for- 
want of Sleepy and that which Spites me more chan all the 
reſt, is, he pretends tis out of Cate aud Love to mo: Prithee, 
good Sawny, give me {ome Meat. 

Satin. "my Saul, Sawndy wou'd be hang'd gin I ſud be- 
ſtow an aw'd Liquor'd Bute, Sawny will cut it into Tripes 
to Stuff your Weam witn 

Marg. Good : N here's Money fs ies bat one lire 
bit of any thing to ſtay my fainting Spirits. 

Saum. What, will ye eat a Bi of Beef ? 

Www. . good Sawny. 

Sam. Will ye eat ſome Muſtard to't 2 

Marg. I. good Sawny, quickly. | 

Saum. Muſtard is nea gu'd for your Tang, twill make | it 
tea keen, and ye can Scau'd faſt enough without. 

Marg. Why then the Beet without Muſtard. 

Sam. Gud Beef is nee gued without Muſtard : Sawny will 
fetch ye ſome Meal and Water, ye'ſt make ye a Scotch Pud- 
ding, ye'ſt Eat of that tull your Weam crack. 

Marg. You abuſive Rogue take that, | Beats him, 
Muſt I be Brav'd thus by my own Servant. 

Saun. The Dee'l wath your Face with a Fou Clout. 


Enter Geraldo. | 


Geral. Why, how now, INNS Will you ſtrike your Mi- 
ſtriſs? You Cowardly Rogue, ſtrike a Woman. 

Saun. S'breed, Sir, Dye caa a Scotchman Coward 2 Gin 
Iſe had ye in Scotland, I'fe put my men in your 27 th 
gm ye were as ſtout as Gilderoy. 

Geral. Why Gilderoy was as arrant a Coward as thou art. 

Saun. Wuns, yeed be lath to keep the Grund that Glderoy 

uits ; yet, I muſt confeſs, he was a te ſnamefac d before 
the Enemy. ä 
_ Marg. O Mr. Geraldo, never was bude Woman ſo us d. 


For Charity's lake convey me home to my Father. 
2 Enter 
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Euer Petruchio with a v of Meer. 
Per. Hare, Peg, here 8 Meat * thee, I have reſt it my 


; ſelf my Dear eraldo Welcome, this was kindly done to 


Viſit Pe and Me; Come, Peg, fall too, here's: an excellent 5 


eal 
Marg. Why tis a Pullet. SY ; 
Pet. Why 'tis Veal ;; Art thou Mad? | 
Marg. You won't perſwade me out of my Senſes, 

Tis 3 Poller. 5 

Saun. A Gud is it, Sir. 


Pet. What an unhappy Man am ], my poor "(dens Peg's 
Diſtra ted. I always fear d twould come to this. Take the 


Meat away, Curtis; Is the Room ready as [ order dꝰ Are 


the Lights damn'd up? 

Curtis. Les, Sir. 

Marg. Why what d'ye mean to a wink: me ? 

Per. Poor Peg, I pity thee ; but thou ſhalt want no help 
for thy Cure, you muſt be kept from the Light, it troubles 
the Brain. 

Ger, I ſee I ſhall Learn, he's an excellent Testher | 

Marg. Why, Sir, pray tell me, Have you a mind to make 
me Mad? this is the way indeed: How have 1 injur'd Jou, 
that you uſe me thus inhumanely? Did you Marry me to 


ſtarve me? 


Saun. He means to bring down your Weam for a Race; 3 
for we awways cry, A Nag with a Weam, dut a Mare with 
nean, 

Pet. No, no, good Peg, thou knbw' ſt I have a care of thee; 
Here's a Gown juft brought home for thee, Peg. Now thou 


art empty it will fit handſomely. Where is this Taylor? 


Call him in, Sammy, if it fits you, you thall put it on, and 
well Gallop oer to London, and ſee your Father: Your 
Siſters Wedding is at hand, you muſt help her. | 


Enter Taylor with a Gown. 
Marg. If ſhe be Match'd as I am, Heaven help her! But 
there's ſome Comfort 1 in going home; there's Meat and Sleep- 
ing- room. | Per. 
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Pet. Come, Taylor, lets ſee the Gown. How now, what's 
here? Bleſs me, what Maſquing Suit is this. What's this 4 
Sleeve? why tis Ike a, Demy-Cannon, . what a Devil, 
Taylor, doſt thou mean ? Is this a Gown? - 

Tay. A Gown, Sir O. yes, Sir, and a handſome Gown as 
any Man in Landon can make, tis the neweſt Faſhion lately | 
come out of France. 

Pet. What a lying Knare art tho ou! my Great Grand- Mo- 
thers Picture in the Matted-Gallery is juſt ſuch another. 

Saun. It is like the Picture of Queen Margaret in Eden- 
brough-Caſtle, Sir. | 

Marg. I never ſaw a better Faſhion'd Gown in my Life ; 
more modiſh, nor better thap'd, 1 like the Gown, and Fl 
have this Gown or I'll have none; ſay what: you will I like 


it, tis a handſome Gown. 


pet. Why thou ſayſt true, Peg, tis an ugly paltry Gown, 
I am glad to hear thee of my Mind; tis a beaſtly Gown. 

Marg. Why I ſay tis a good Gown, a handſome falhiona- 
ble Gown ; What dye mean to make a Puppet of me? 

Pet. Ay, this Fellow wou'd make a Puppet of thee. -- 

Taz. She ſays your Worſhip means to make a Puppet of her. 

Pet. Thou impudent, lying, Threed, Bodkin and Thimble, 
Flea, thou Nit, brave me in my own Houſe? Go, take it, 
PI ha none ont. 

Tay. Sir, I made it according to your Directions, and 1 
cannot take it again. 

Saun. Tak it awaw, or the Deel 0 my Luggs, but reſt 
tak my Whineyard. | 

Marg. He mall not take it agen, what need you. trouble 
your ſelf about it, as long as it pleaſes me; lay it down there. 

Pet. Sirrah take it away, I fay, we thall find more Hy- 
lors; I won't have my Wife fo Antickl y Preſt, that the Boys 
ſhout d hoot at her. 
Marg. Come, come, all this is bat — 21 you To t un- 
derſtand what belongs to a Gown, {ay what you will I'm 
reſolv'd to have it; if it were an ugly one I wou'd wear it, 

and it were but to Crols you. 

Saun. Now the Deel's a cruppen unte l her Mouth, Sir, 
you may ſee a little of his Tail hang out, it looks for aw the 
world an it were a Sting, Sir. Pet. 
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Pet. Why that's my good Peg, I know thou doſt not care 
for it; ſay no more, prithee, thou ſfralt have another. 
Mang. I kuo not what you mean to do with me, but me- 
thinks I might have leave to ſpeak, and ſpeak I will, I am 
no Child, no Baby; your Betters have endur'd me to ſptak 
my Mid, And if you cannot, you had beſt ſtop your Ears; 
tis better ſet my Tongue at liberty, than let my Heart break. 

Pet. Speak, Peg, by all means, ſay what thou wilt; Sirrah, 
carry that tawdry thing away. Geraldo, tell him you'll ſee 
_ paid, Aide. ] and bid him leave it. Come, what ſay ſt 
thou, Peg? 5 3 

Ger. Lebe the Gown in the next Room, Taylor, and take 
no notice of what he ſays, F'11 ſee you paid for t. Aide. ] Exit. 

Marg. Why I ſay Iwill have that Gown, and every thing 
I have a mind for; I did not bring you ſuch a Portion to be 
mA PL ge HE +2 - 25 of 

Pet, Very true, thourt in the right, Peg ; come, let's to 
Horſe, theſe Cloaths will ferve turn at preſent till we can 
get better. Go, Sirrah, lead the Horſes to the Lands-end, 
thither we'll walk a foot; let's fee, I think tis about Seven a 
Clock, we ſhall reach to my Father-ih-Laws by Dinner-time 
with Eaſe. ' e 
Marg. Tis almoſt Two, you cannot get thither by Sup- 

r-time. - 

Pet. It ſhall be Seven cre I go, why what a Miſchief's 
this, what I ſay or do, you are ftill croſſing it; Let the 
Horſes alone, Iwill not go to day, and ere I do, it ſhall be 
what a Clock I pleaſe. . „ | 

Marg. Nay, Sir, that ſhan't ſtop our Journey, tis Seven, 
or. Two, or Nine, or what a Clock you pleaſe, pray let's go. 

Saum. Yes have it what Hour you wull, Sir. 

Pet. Very well it is fo, get ready quickly; Come, Ge- 
raldo, let's all go, we ſhall help mend the Mirth at my Si- 
ſters Wedding. 

Ger. III wait on you. 

Pet. Come, Peg, get on mor things. 

Marg. Let me but once ſee Lincoln -Inn-Fielat agen, and 
Yet thou ſhalt nor Tame me. | 


9 


* 
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1 — Tanis and Sntichpeuny. 

TV an. New, Strrah, be but impudent 3 and "es Gate 
like the old Knight, and thou art made for ever. 

Snatch. I warrant ye, Sir, I know it to a Hair, my Lord 
Beaufoy and I were School-fellows together at Worfter my 
Eſtate lies in the Vale of Eveſbam, Three thouſand Pounds 
a Year, and Fifteen hundred a Year I ſettle upon you upon 
the Marriage: Let me alone, I am Sir Lyonel himſelf. 

Tran. Right, right; Excellent brave ! How now ? 

Enter Jamy. 

Fam. To your Poſtures old Sinner, be an exquiſite Raſcal, 
and then thou ihait he a Rogue Paramount; thou ſhalt lay 
the Dragon atleep, while my Maſter ſteals the Pippins. 

Tran, Well, amy, What haſt thou done? 

.. 0 4 have been with my Lord Bearufay, preſented your 

Father's and your Service to him, and told him the old Knight 
was happily come to Town, and hearing of your Love to 
Biancha, was ſo overjoy'd, he would Settle all upon you. 

Tran. Well, and what ſaid he? 

Jam. He gave me a Guinea for my News, I told him Sir 
Lyonel deſired his Company juſt now to treat upon the Match; 
he's coming in all haſte, he jock to be Couaen d, and Snatch- 
penny if thou doſt not do it. 

Snatch. Then hang me. 
Jam. Mum, look tot he's here. 


Enter Beaufoy and Winlove. 
Beau, Mr. Winlove, your Man tells me your Father is juſt 
happily come to Town. Where is he? 
Trau. Here, Sir, this is my Father; Time has been too 
bold to wear ye out of each others Memory. By: - 
Snatch. Is this my Lord Beaufoy, Sir? 
Tran. Yes, Sir, 
Snatch. My Lord your humble Servant; I'm happy at laſt 
to meet a Perſon I have formerly fo much lov. 
Beau. Noble Sir Lyonel, I joy to ſee You. 
Snatch. O the merry Days that you and I have n my 
Lord; Well fare the * 0d Times 1 fay. - 
eau. 
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Beau. Ay, Sir Lyonel, when you and I were acquainted firſt, 
Snatch. Ay marry, there were Golden Days indeed, no 
Cozening, no Cheating, the World is alter x 
Beau. But we will remember theſe Times and be honeſt 
W 8 N 
Snatch. That's een the beſt way, there's hopes we may 
have honeſt Grand- children too, if all be true as I hear, my 
Son tells me, your Daughter has made à Captive of him. 

Beau. I wou'd ſhe were better for his ſake, ſhe's a good: 
Girl, and a handſome one, though I fay it; if ſhe were not, 
I wou'd give her ſomewhat ſhou'd make her ſo. 

Tran. It takes rarely. © a7 4 F4 
Snatch. Im even overjoyd that you think my Son worthy 
your Alliance, TIl give ſomething they ſhall make a ſhift to 
live on; in plain, and in brief, if you'l approve of it, I'll 
ſettle Fifteen hundred Pounds a Year upon him at preſent, 
Which ſhall be her Jointure ; after my Death, all I have: 
with a good will. What ſay you, my Lord? | 

Beau. Sir Lyonel your Freedom pleaſes me; I ſee you are 
an honeſt meaning Gentleman: The Young Folks (if I am 
not miſtaken) like one another. Well, I fay no more, it is 
a Match. 251 2 1 
Tran. You bind me to you ever: Now I may boldly 
ſay, I am truly happy: Where will you pleaſe to have the 
buſineſs made up ? | | 

Beau. Not in my Houſe, Son; I wou'd have it private; 
Pitchers have Ears, and I have many Servants ; beſides, Old 
IVoodall will be hindring of us: He's hearkening ſtill, and 
will be interrupting. f * — 

Tran. Then at my Lodging ; there my Father lies, and 
there the Buſineſs may be all difpatch'd : Send for your 
Daughter by this Gentleman; my Boy ſhall fetch a Scrivener 
preſently. The worſt ont is, tis too ſmall a Warning. You 
are like to have but ſlender Entertainment. 

Beau. No matter, no matter; I ſhall like it. 

Snatch. I wou'd feign fee your Daughter, my Lord; I have 
heard great Commehdations of her. 
Bean. That you ſhall prefently 5 Monſieur, pray go to 
Biancha, and tell her from me, ſhe muſt come hither with 

. you 
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you eV z you may tell her too, if you will, what 
has happen, and rt the muſt Prepare to be Mr. Wi nlove's 
Bride. 

Win. My Lord, me vil fetch her preſent. 

Tran. My Lord, Will your Lordſhip pleaſe to wen in 
with my F lation, this is my Lodging. 

Beau. Ay, Sir : ; Come, Sir Lyonel, III follow you. 

Suat. Good, my Lord, I will wait upon you. | 

Exit Beaufoy, Snat. Tran. 

Win, Thus far tis well carry'd on, Tr: But how ſhall 
we pang = it ? 

n. Why there is but one way in the World, Sir, 
in. And what's that? ; 

Jam. Why thus: I have got a Parſon ready for the | pur- 
poſe ; when you have got Biancha abroad, whip her into 
Covem-Garden Church, and there Marry her, and your 
Work's done. | 
Vin. Troth thou ſay true; But is the Parſon Orthodox 
and Canonical? I wou'd not have an Obadiab to make us 
enter into Covenant.of Matrimony. 

Fam. Truſt me, Sir, he's as true as Steel; he ſays all 
Mitrimony without Book ; he can Chriſten, Wed, and Bury 


Blindfold. 
Vin. Well, Il take thy Counſel, if I can perſwade her 
to't, as I hope T ſhall, for I know ſhe Loves me; fair Luck 


betides me. But who comes here. 


| | Bae Woodall. 
5 Jam, 'Tis the Old Grub Woodall ; What ſhall we do with 
im ? 

Win, We muſt contrive ſome way to get him off, 

Wood. I don't like thoſe ſhuffling matters 3 I doubt there's 
ſome falſe Play towards me in hand. Here's my Ane. 
he may inform me—— Monſieur. 

Min. Che dict a vouz, Monſieur. Monſieur, your Servant. 

Wood. Monſieur, prithee tell me, if thou canſt, how At- 
fairs go, things are carry'd very cloſely : How ſtands my 


Miſtriſs affected? 
G Pin. 


42 SAUNY the SCOT; or, 


Vin. Moy foy, Monſieur; me tell 5 de bad News in the 
Varle, Mademoſelle Biancha no ſtand Affected to you at all. 
My Lord has ſent me to fetch her juſt now to be — to 
Monſieur vat you call? Monſienr Le — — 

Mood. What, not to Winlove ! 

Win. Yes, to Monſieur Winlove: Begar me be very ſorry, 
but me canno help dat. 

Wood. Is Old Beaufoy Mad to Match her t to him without 
his Father's Privity. 5 
Pin. Here be de ver Fine Old Man new come to Town, 

me Lord be wid him now. 

Wood. Upon my Life, Old Sir Lyonel! nay, then ſhe's loſt 
quite, Hark you, Monlieur, yet tis in your power to make 
me a happy Man. 

Vin. O Monſieur me be your humble Servant, 

Wood. Why look you, you are to fetch her ; here's Fe orty 
Guineas to buy you a pair of Gloves ; le. me take her from 
you, as you are carrying her thither: I will have two or 
three with me, and you may ſafely ſay ſhe was forc'd from 

ou. 

in. Monſieur, Begar me do you all de Service in the 
Varle, but me ſal be the grand Sheat Knave then. 

Wood. That's nothing, here's more Money, III ſave you 
harmleſs: Come, you ſhall do it. 

Vin. Monſieur, me have no mind to be van Knave, but 
to do you Service, if you vill meet me upon de Street. 

Food. Fear not, III ſecure you, honeſt Monſieur, fare- 
wel; Tl be your Friend for ever. Exit. 

Win. Ha, ha, ha, this is rare: What an Aſs this Fellow 
will make himſelf, do what we can? Here, Ja thou 
thalr ſhare with me. 

Jam. Thank you, Sir; Wou d ve e had ſuch a Wind-fall 

every day: But come, Sir, you muſt make haſte, this is the 
Critical Minute; if you miſs it you loſe Biancha. 

Pin. Th Counſels good, away; III buy a Ring, and 
pay the TI with ſome 2 Woodal s Money, Ha, ha, ha. 
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Enter 


The Taming of the Shrew. | 2 


Batter Petruebie, Margaret, Geraldo and Makin . 

Pot. Walk your Horſes down the Hill before; we ſhall 
reach London time enough, 'tis a fair Night; 5 how bright | 
and 2 the Moon ſhines 

2. The Moon! the Sun, tis not the Moon-light u. how. | 

1 4 ſay tis the Moon that ſhines ſo bright! 

Marg. I ſay tis the Sun that ſhines ſo bright. 

Pet. Now by my Mother's Son, and that's my ſelf, irſhall 
be the Moon-light, 'or what I pleaſe, before you ſet fight of 
your Father's Houſe; Sirrah, go. fetch the Horſes back 
evermore Croſt, and Croſt, and nothing but Croft: 0 R 

Ger. Say as lie ſays, or we ſhall never go | 

Marg. Forward I pray, Sir, ſince we are come ſo 4 > 
and be it Sun or Moon, or what you pleaſe 3 nay, if pou 
call it a Ruſh-Candle, henceforward'i it nal! 20 1 for ona 

Pet. 1 ſay tis the Moon. 6] 

Saun. S breed, but I ſay nay, Sir, Out, out, a Lies 

Marg. Ko. tis the Moon. 

Pet. Nay, then you Lie, tis the Bleſſed Sun. | 

Marg. Why, Heavens be bleſt for it, tis cen what you 
have a mind to. Pray let us forward. 

Ger. Petruchio go thy ways, the Field b w 

Pet. Well, or ward, forward, now the Bowl runs wk 


a a right Byas: but ſoft, here's Company. 
Enter 87 Lyonel, Winlove, an Boy. 


|} 
Sir Lys, Boy, bid the Coachman drive gently down'the 
Hill: ' wonder I meet nor overtake | no Paſſengers to Day. 


Stay, I think here be ſome.” 
Pet. I will have one Bout more withthee, Peg. . Good- 
morrow, Gentle Lidy; Which way Travel you? Come hi- 
ther Peg; Didſt thou ever behold fo Exquiſite a Beauty as 
this Fair Virgin bears about. Go to her, Peg, and Salute her 
Marg. Are you Mad, 'tis an Old Man. 
Per. Beat back agen then, ſtill Croſs? Will you do it? 
Saun. Why, It DeeFs Nate, What mean ye # lis LEA 


donny T-afs, Sir; Sdreed, it's an aw . eee ne 
G Follzetbed 2 ν⁹˙ bl es 
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SAUNY. the SC OT: or, 


Ger. He'll make this Old Man Mad. 

Marg. You Budding Virgin, ſo fair, ſo ſweet, 1 freſh, 
which way Travel you > How happy ſhou'd we be! in the 
Enjoyment of ſo fair a Fellow- Traveller. 

daun. The Dee! has built a Bird's-Neſt in your Head; 
Gud ye're as Mad as he; and he as Mad as gin he were the 


Son of a March Hare, Sir. 


Sir Lyon, Why, what do you mean, Gentlewoman 2 

Pet. Why now, now, E 1 hope thou are not Mad: 
Virgin Quotha l tis an Ol wrinkled wither'd Man. 

Marg. Reverend Sir, pardon my miſtaking Eyes that have 
been ſo dazled with the Moon, (Sun I mean) I cou d not 
diſtinguiſh you; I now l you are a. Grave, Old. Man, 
pray excuſe me. 

Sir Lyon. Indeed you are a merry Lady; ; your Encounter 


has amâz dime. But I like ſuch chearful Company; Fam 


for London to ſee a Son of mine, that went lately Fam me 
thither- 1 5970 U 
Pet. We ſhall %s glad of: your Company, 5 you muſt dar- 


don my Wife's Error, ſhe has not ſlept well to Night; and 


cou d not perſwade her, but ſhe wou'd come out F aſting, 
which makes her Fancy alittle extravagaut. 

Saun. The Dee'l O my Saul, but you are 2 falſe Trundle 
Tail Tike, the Del a bit he d let her eat cheſe three Days, 
Sir. | 

Marg. Curſe upon your 90 and the Cauſe ont; I 
Fry d have eaten my »hooe Souls, if I might have had em 

ryd, 

Per. Your Name, I beſeech you, Sir. 

Sir Lyo. I am call'd Sir a Winlove in the Country." 

Pet. Father to young Mr. Winkave > RENE 

Sir Lys. Ihe ſame, 8ir. 

Pet. Then I ain happy indeed to have m met © ou ; Load tel] 


vou ſome News, perhaps, may not be unwelcome to you. 


Your Son is in à fair probability of calling me Brother, 
within theſe Two Days. 

Sir Lyo. How ſo? I pray Sir. 

Pet. Why hes 1 9 0 Marrying my Wife's Siſter, my Lord 
Beaufoy's youngelt Daughter. A brave * I can aſſure 
you, and a ſweet Bedfellow. | Saun. 


The Taming of the Shrew. 45 
Saun, Gud ſhe's;tea, gued for any Man but Seundy; Gud 
Gin poor Sn, had hex iy Set ln, Wes fa fea Swings 
her about. _ n e de Ma or 
Sir Lys. You amaze me 18 this true? or have you a mind, 
like a pleaſant Traveller, to break a Jeſt on the Company 
you overtake ? | e | 
Ger. Upon my Word, Sir, tis very true; twas Fu 
but I don't think he'll Marry her, he's Forſworn if he do- 
Sir Ho, You make me wonder more and more. 
Pet. Mind him not, hes à Party concern d, tis true. 
Sir Lyo. Pray, Gentlemen, let's make haſte, I muſt look 
after this Buſineſs, it ſounds ſtrangely, ' he wou d not dot 
without my Conſent, he is my only Son, my Heir, the Prop 
of my Family, I muſt he careful. 
Pet. I ſee you are Jealous, Sir; but you need not, he can- 
not have a better Match. © 5 
Sir yo. I doubt it not, if all be fair; I ſhould be glad of 
my Lord Beaufoy's Alliance, he was my School-fellow ; but 
Time, I doubt, his worn out our Old „ : Gen- 
tlemen, I muſt haſten to prevent the worſt. A 
Saun. What mean ye, Sir? Yea will nea bawk the bonna 
Lad, and tak fro his Mattle, Sir, 
Ger. Well, Petruchio, thou haſt put me in a heat, have 


q i wed Widow, BOW + od of Bit S001 3 vg ett N 
TIRE s J 27 1 347 11 r t. 8 4 ' 
Diter Winlove, Biancha, Jamy. 

| -- 24 tel IV Dt LW 14Y) ). Fott..o#eG- ih to 
3 


=, 4 C's ;How, good. you are, my Fair One: 7amy,” Art ſure 
0 
Jan. I warrant, you, Sir; Pray make haſte, fome Devil or 
other may come elfe and croſs it. Don't ſtay Thrumming 
of Caps; Here, Body o me away, here's Waodall, ſhift for 
your ſelves, all will be ſpoild elſe. [Exit Win. and Bian. 


"18", 


13 


- 408 ; rec 2 , Ti , 424 14 | ' IF; : | 
Enter Woodall with three or four, Fellows. Sf 


1 


Wood. Be ſure you ſeize on her, and clap her into a Chair, 
and one ſtop her Mouth: Fear not, III ſave you harmleſs.” 


1/t Fellow. I warrant you, Sir. 


* 2 2” HR 
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* What a Devil makes this Rogue Poaching here? 
1. Tum, te Dum, te Dum; Sing Old Cole » London Sings, 
20d. Now, 7 Jann, what walk you here for ? | 
Jan: Whz 0 look about me: Te Dum, te Dum, Cc. 
VVood. They ſay your Miſter is to be Marry d to Madam 
Rinntbs to day. 
en Why, then welll be merry at Night: 1 Te Dum, 
te Dum, G 
Weed. The Rogue wont be gone: What, haſt vo Hüfhelse 
Thou, look'ſt as if thou hadſt not Drank to Day; theres 
ſomething for thee, go get thy Mornings Draught. 
Jain. f thank your Worlhip: Will you take. pert 9 bf a, Pot 
of Ale and a Toaſt." © © 28 892 1 U 
Mood. No, Sirrali, Idrank Cite this Morning. Ex N 
So, he's s gone: E wonder Monſieur appears not with Babel. 
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. Enter Petruchio, Margaret,, Sir Lyonel, GU; and, © 
Sauny, with Arrendants, 5 
„ Ha, WhO comes there? r 
Ger. Now you are there! IL take my P00 your Kt LE. 
Pet. Sir Lyonel, you arè welcome to Town; 5 There's your 
Sons Lodgings : ; my Father Lives on the other fide; 5 thither 
we muſt, and therefore here L take my Leave. 
Si Lyo. Pray ſtay a little, may be he's not within; if 16, 
III wait upon you to the Lord Beaufoy. 
Saum. O my Saul, nea ean cou'd have Beg d [ Knocks. 
Dunner better than this awd Thief * done. 
Wood. They are all buſy- within, Sir, vou m al, eh 
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Louder if yo Joo mean to be heard. [Snatch pe a He. 

a Snatch. ho i is that Knocks as if by wou d beat doi the 
ate. y | 
Sir Lyo. Is Mr. Winlve ihn?: e? 


© Snatch. He is within, but not to be ſpoken with. 

Sir Lyo. What if a Man bring hun a Hundred. Pounds or 
Two, to make Merry withal. 

Snatch. Keep your Hundred Pounds for your cal. he {hall 
need none as long as I live. 

Pet. Nay, I told yon, Sir, your Son Was well Helo d in 
London. D'ye hear, Sir, Leaving your frivolons” e 

ances 


_ 


ld: 
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ſtances, pray tell him his Father's juſt now come out of the 


Country to ſee him, and is here at = Door to ſpeak with him. 
Snatch. That is a Lye, Sir ; his Father came to Town 


JeRercgy; and is now here looking out at Window. 


Sir Ho. The Devil he is; Are you his Father? . 
| 3 Ay, Sir, ſo his Mother ſays, if 1 may believe her. 
Saun. Can they Hang him for having twa Fathers, Sir ? 


Gud and twas ſea, poor Sawndy wou d be hang d ſure enough. 


Pet. Why, Haſt thou Two Fathers? | 

Saun. Gud have I, and Twa, and Twa to that, Sir. 

Pet. Why, how now,, Gentlemen, this is flat Knavery, to 
take another Man's Name upon you. 

Snateb. Lay hands upon this Villain, I believe he means 
to Cheat en here, under my Counter. Name. 


0 Enter Jamy. 

Fam. 1 =, ſeen the Church on their Back, ſend them 
Good Speeding. Ha, how now, my Old Maſter Sir Lyonel? 
S' foot, we are all loſt, undone ; J muſt brazen 1t out. 

Sir Lyo. Come hither, Crack-Hemp. 

Fam. You may fave me that FE and come to me, if 
you have an ny thing to ſay to me. 

Sir Lyo. Come hither, you Rogue; What, have you forgot 
me? 

Fam, F orgot you, Sir? I coud not forget Jau! for I ne- 
ver ſaw you 1n all my Life before, 

Sir Lyo. Lou notorious Villain, didſt thou never lee thy 


Maſter's Father, Sir L ene Winlove £ 


Fam. What; my Worſhipful Old Maſter? Yes, marry Sir: 
See where his Worlhip looks out of the Window. 
Sir 0 Does he io, Sir? III. make you find him below 


Stairs. [ Beats him. 


Jam. Help, help, here's a Mad-man will Murder me. 

Saum. Dea caw your fel, amy? And wull ye be Beten by 
an aw faw Theefe? An yea caw your ſel, Famy, eance jneare, 
'e bang ye tea Clootes, breed a Gud will L Sir, 
Snatch. Help, Bong help, Brother Bead, Joy will be 


Per. Prithee, Peg, ſtand by. to ſee this Controverſy. 
Enter 


8 SAUNY the SCOT; TY 


Enter Snarchpeny with Servants, Beaufoy 25 Ina 


Tra. 'Sheart tis Sir Lyonel; but we muſt bear it a little 
time: : Sir, what are you that offer to Beat my Servant? 

Sir Lyo. What am I, Sir? Nay, What are you, Sir? O 
Heaven what do I ſee! O fine Villains, Fm' undone while 
I play the good Huſband at home in the Country, my Son, 
and my Servants ſpend my Eſtate Laviſhly at London. 

Saum. Your Son fal allow you Siller to keep an Awd Wutch 
to rub your Shins: And what to anger wou 0 ye ha meer. Sir. 

Tran. How now, What's the N 

Beau. Is the Man Frantick ? ; 

Tran. Str, You ſeem a ſober Alas Gentleman by your IF 
Habit; but your Words ſhew 8 a Mad-man. Why, Sir, what 1 
concerns it you what Rich Cloaths I wear ? I thank my good 
Father I am able te maintain it. 

Sir Lyo. TRY Father! O Villain! hes a Hemp-dreſſer 1 in 
Part ha. 

San. Mara the Deel ſtuff his Wor fow a Hemp, and his 
Dam Spin it out at his Arſe. 

Beau. You miſtake, you miſtake ; z what 400 think his 
Name is? 

Sir Lyo, His Name; as if I knew not ha Name : | have 
Bred him up eer ſince he was Three Years 12 85 and his 
Name is Tranio. 

"Snatch. Away, away, mid! Aſs, his Name: 1s Winldus| my 
only Son, and Heir to all my Eſtate in the Vale of Eveſham. 

Sir Lyo. Heavens! He has murther'd his Maſter ; lay hold 
of him, I charge you in the King's Name, O my Son, tell 
me, thou Villain, Wöbere is my Son N. inbue. 

Tran. Run for an Officer to carry this mad Knave to the 
Jayl: Lay hold on him, charge ye, and ſee * forth- 
coming. 

Satin. Awa, awa with the Hamp-dreſſer, Sin 61 . 

Sir Lyo. Carry me to the Jay], ye Villains! _ - 

Pet. Hold Gentlemen: your Bleſſing, Father. 

Beau. Son Petruchio, Welcome. Lou have it, N vou, 
TE How d'ye? Know ye any thing of this matter? 


3 . 2 — 57, 8 "= 
* 3 8 3 W 2 


Pet. 
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Det My Lord tas heed what you do; 

ide Swan this is Sir Lone Winiove, 4 
Saum. Wens, think tes ant Saban eee take the 

Covenant ont O Ut dr vous: 5 1 art 

i Wo0d:! So durſt 1 Swe 5 5 + 0 { A ny 

Snatch; Swear if thou dutfh, :115* 11-2 [10k + Wen 01 

Wood. Sir, I dare not Sweat Point Ria bg ll 

Tran, You had beſt Sweat L am not Finlove neirhen s 

Wood. Yes, I know you to be Mr. Winlove. 

Beau. Away with the Dotard, to the Jayl with him. 

Sir Lyon. Are you all ſettled to do Miſchief to me >. Why, 
my Lord Beaufey, methinks you might know me. 

Tran. Away with him to my Lodgings for the preſent, 
til we can get a Conſtable to — him upon, we thall 
have z hubbub in the Streets ; drag him I ſay. 

Sir Lyo.: Rogues, Villains; Murderers! I ſhall have Juſtice. 

odor and le now nh al Exit wich Sir Lyonel. 

Wood. Theſe 26 lem Paibors 1 know not what to 
think of em; but I am glad Hiancha came not when they 
were here: ſure my NMondeur will not n me. 

Waun ond as bat 3:65) WES 
or dT fan Enter Winlove and Bs * 
Vn. Nqw, my Biancha, 1 am truly . our [Loves 
ſhall like the Spring be ever growing, 

Bian. But how ſhall we eſcape my Father 8 Anger, 

Win, Fear not, I'll warrant thee, 

Feed. Q here's Biancha, how: now Monſieur, brave! 
What fancy's this? 

Vin. O Monſieur te vous la Menes; How d'ye do, good 
Mr. Woodall ? how d'ye like my new Bride? 

po How, how, how, Sir, youp NO ? Seize on her 
* 

Win, Hands off, ſheis my Wife, _ * who! daes; ; 
Will you have your Teeth; pickt? What d'ye think of giving 
twenty Guinies to teach your Miſtriſs French. - 

Mood. O Rogue, III — thee hang d. 

Win. Or forty Guineas to buy a pair of Gloves, to let 
you ſteal W A ham ELK Was Fou with 
jon af u h „ha. f . Th N 
00 
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ob. Dou n wich him down with him, [ada Rafea]. 
Fn Ay; dog Mich of you has a mind to breathe a Vein 
2 Full. Nay, if ſhe be his Wife we dare not touch her. 


Wood. TIl fetch ſomebody that ſhall, O Devil!) ¶Evic. 
Win. Ay do, I am bar poor-Monfiear; [ha;hag haws Fear 
not, Ba he'll fetch em all, I Kno $i FWwarrknt thec ,-e 
ſhall appeaſe thy Father effily-" '@ 2981 one 1,216 N 
ZBian. Truſt me, Sir, 1 Fam: the Storm. i 01 ar { 
Enter. Benufoy; Travio j Petruchio Margaret, _ Snatch: 
„ Petry; J aun, SL el, Woodall, and Attendants, © 
v1 woot gin d Anden hunk bio ul 
Mood. That Rogue, that damn d Counterfeit Frenchman 
has ſtoln your Daughter, and Married her ; here they are. 
in. Bleſs me, What do ſee yonder ?. my Father, in 
earneſt ! Dear Sir, your Bleſſing and your Pardon. ic 
Sir Ly»: My Dear Son, Art ee alive? then take i Ir. 
' Bian, I muſt beg your Pardon too, Sir. AT og 
Vin. Aud I, moſt Honoured Father. 
Beau. Why What's the matter? What haſt dende 
Woodall tells me thou haſt Married the 1 
Win. Me ſhe has Married but no Frrncbhman. 5 The right 
V Vinleve,” Son to the night | n is her agg And 
your Son-in-Law. 
Saim. S breed, Sir, ye a& wa parts, 75 were but a Hang: 
Hrejjer 1 in the laſt AR, Sir. dig 118 I 3901 169 1 8v\ 
© © Snatch. Tis time fot us to be going feel oe Kor gi 
off already. 20043 2 P30; [Bit 
Beau You amaze me; Are not you the Frenth Mr. 
V Voodall prefer d to teach my Daughter? ©: tn 
Bian. No, my Lord, he put on that. 1 8110 to Court me, 
he i is the true VVinlove. Hoop 
Sir Lyo. Marry is he my Son, Sir. 
Vin. Thoſe were but Conmerteicabf: wy . 15“ 
Mood. Here's Patching with a Miſtreſs; I'm ſure I'm gull'd. 
Beau. But d' ye hear, Sir; Have you Married my Daughter 
without my Conſent © i 07 ente) et 1 tl 
Sir zo: Come, my Lord, now you miſt lud me; I will 
doth their Pardons, and ſecure her 4 Jointure worthy 


her Birth and i ortune. © Vin. 


be my 
1 1 4 
2 
x 


Proffer. wo are fi 


Au ofithe Shrew. 2 54 


er Sir Lyon gage pe | 
Beau. Sir Lyone uſe accept your noble 
. 
Saum. S breed, Sir, we ſal = er go to — Sir, the Deel 
forgat and forgiyg you. 
Sir 1 wh 41 Cn at Woh d hav ſent me 


9 But — 18 thai 


fy mat Pag POE a or ink for he d Al for m fake. 


1255 Dey 
2 Be . pt 255 . den there 
| 03,16 10 - 
b 15 2 25 bellow ack again, ts: 65 


in. No, Falch. tis in Ms 8 1 lready, Hobi bi 
ho it away, * Il'be hirin Frenchmen agen. 
lo woe Fe in anf ere of 1 its 
ma en nM. £ 1 ne 118 fie 5 
J a Wen $9W rl 
28 8 5 _ 
$7 in wee the ry 1 8 : 


| 7 þ d 10 1 5 5 rd 
EE o, Sh ir ut e to.kils a f 2 
14 Sexo. Gd che Dl a a bit will will Sno bc ze before 


per Nay, Iwill gies thee aKiſs, nay, pra jon 1 
Peg. Shy is not dye rel come RE A 
„ Bento, er, ＋ hope Bag nw now.” E I | 


95 ' Marps N 0 1225 vou. 91 7 1c 
a :* Vin. Come, Faireſt, all the Storins 8 derer born 
Lowe hath both Wit-and F OP of her own. 
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my Nails this Fortnight, they are ee Ga 


to break him, or he II break 


52 SAUNY'the soo. 


59201 {ts Won 147 1 8 1 Hof xo 
far 110 vas 
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Bias. N Ut ist 2 Sflter, * Mold nee usd A $7 
Marg. Had ferv'd him as: bad a5 Ee gps l 

he coy'd not have us d me worſe; but I am reſold — 

I'm got home again TIl be reveng'd; TH muſter Ay ric 2 ht 

of all. the Curs'd Women _ Fas Flo 

chief, and add new Vigvur to'myTongye': 3 4 


execution, that's my Comfort. 
Bian. Bleſs me, Sifter; how) you tall. 
Marg. Thou art a Fool, 1 evihe! 
— LA ty oat 19 Hue 
ou need my | ont: 
Thy Fan bares thee fair yet, dar take wo of going 
bom with him; for when once he las — within his 
e, tis odds he'll have his r 3 0 truſting 
the e Men; Thy 1 aly, tho 6a wü learn 
494.1 51 vii SY) 


Binn. F muſt confeſs I Woudd be be Tech ue be fo-us'd, but 
ſure Mr. Vinloue is of a better Diſpoſition. 

. Traſt him and hang him, they re all alike : Come, 
thou ſhalt be 1 ry Scholar, learn to Frowni, and or) out for 
Unkindneſs, b brave Anger, * haft a e; make 
uſe ont; Scold, Fight, Scrattül, Bite, anything. Kill take 
Exceptions at all he does, if chere be Gaſs or not; if there 
be reaſon fort he'll Laugh at thee, TIl make Petrucbio glad 
to wipe my Shoes, or walk my Horſe, ere I have done with 


Lim. 


Enter Petruchio, Winlove, Sauny. 


Bian. Peace, Siſter, our Huſbands are both here. 
Marg. Thou Child; I am glad ont, P11 ſpeak louder, 
Pet. Well, Brother Vinlove, now we are truly happy, 
never were Men ſo bleſt with two ſuch Wives. 1 
in. 


— the Shrews. 


5 Wen Jan glad to hear you ay fo, Sir, my own rake 
m W341 

Pet. You! why Biancha's a Lyon, and Margaret a meer 
Lamb to her: I tell thee, Winlove,. there's no Man living, 
tho I ſay't, (but tis no matter fince ſhe, does not hear me) 
that has a Wife ſo gentle, ſo active and affable, poor thing, 


I durſt be nora the wou'd walk barefoot, ay e 


to do 2 E. No 
0 but he wou'd. not, nor « one Mile neither. . 
S Now have at your 
Pet. O Peg, art 1 there? Th: At doſt thoudo , my Dear J 
Marg. You may go look, mes that to you 70 
15 nd, o yer Guard, 8 ir, Gud Saundy will put on 
e. $525 5 
Pet. I am glad to hear theo ſay thourt well, introth. 
Marg. Never the better for you; which you ſhall find. 
Pet. Nur I know thou lov't: me: Prithee take up my 
Glove, P 7 
Marg. I take up your Glove; Marry come up; command 
your Servants : look you: there it lies. 
Per.. Jam glad to ſee thee Merry, poor wanton N 
Marg: . n you think you ＋ in th 1 
but you are miſtaken, the Caſe it ater, I am at home now, 
and my oun diſpoſ 8 Fuste at your greaſy L 
there, your Patient Wife will make you no more Sport; the 
has a Father will allow her Meat * Lodging, and Lie 
ther gaits Chamber-Maid than a Highlander. 
Saun. Gud an ye were a topof (rexchan-Steapl, thataw 
the Toon may hear what a Scauden Quean ye are; out, out. 
er. Why what's the matter, Peg? I never law | ee in ſo 
jlly Humour, ſure thou halt bee been Drinkin 
n. Gud has ſhe, haud ye Tang, ye faw nken Swing, 
out, gut, out; was ye tak a W n en Saundy to 
* out, out, out. | 
gong Th 'Tis he | 15 1 am the beter. to Tall to: 500, 
| Companion for you. 
18 Trunk thou fa > right; we are excellently March, 


4 Mü the epd an ts Perracbia prither, gome 
Ss oo you. . £1 3 07 101 e. 


8 — — of, 
pe ye Hea'budge 4 foot, Sir, Deel Fa wy Saal bo 
me Il ſcratch your eyn out. 
"Pe. Well our eaſure, Madam? tl 
"Mz thou art à Pitiful Fellow, 2 ing bencath 
ne," n oem and laugh at ; Ha, ha, ba. 
"Th, She holds her own yet 1 ſee an. Sa 
I ktiow not whit to call thee, W art 66 bern 
thou = dſt not have a Woman to thy Mother, — 75 
ſcurvy, ill-condition'd Fellow, doſt thou not 5 
2 ow thou haſt us d me * What, are you ſilent, Si 
iancha ſee; looks he not like a Diſbanded Officer, with 1 
1 Zing Dog Lock chere? I muſt eat nothing becauſe your 
Roiſtet aue ion dry, as you us'd to have i 
wo your Worſhip was a Batchelor ; I muſt not $9 to Bed 
neither, becauſe the Sheets are damp. 
by. "Hark 5 you, Peg, What a ſtrange Woivan a are For to 
Faanly, openly the che Fault -of your- Servants in er. n 
ami 
Mats: "No, no, Sir, this wont ſerve your bun; ; your old 
ſtock of Impudence won't carry you off ſo : I'll ſpeak your 
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Fame, and tell what a fine 3 ou are; how Vali- 
antly you, and half a Dozen of here got the barer of 
a fingle Woman, and made her er. Nine 


Saum. Gud the Lyes, Sir; I wow * a 2 5 an Sri Boot 
tull a made Tripes on, and it wod a bin bra Meat with Mu- 
_ and ſhe wou'd nea have it. 


My Faults ? No, uire of the Cold ; 
24 wi, Ms have Tam'd . in good gry, yo No 
ee Jam even witkt you: Your Quiet, Patient Wife. that 
Will go no more in the "Wile Wo! with you, but will ſtay i in 
Tony. to Laugh at your Wile N and wilt you more 


Pei Fer. L hüt Laugh at chit} why ve are juſt now gb ng 


_ o get the Horſes read uickl 210 70 
a Get WiII J, Sir, The Sada 8 4 f elbe. Wurch to 
your Bride; "Gut ſhell mount your. Arſe for you, 


fi 7118. 1 25 31 
ane uo, 


e Sth Holſe ati Tu. Oprr 
2 or you: No, Sit, I wont fay. Fraß let 


2 A the huew e by 


| bot boldly, ene vun force me if: you jean 
ou ſee I am not N eiſtlant debe yo 

made me. Int cot 1602: II voy 2 a 
Pet, Frithee, Reg; Peace a ale, I know! chou tank wk, 
leave now,;or thou It have nothing to ſay 10 Morpaw. C 

i Marg a Nes, III ſay this over again, and ſomething! mane, 
if L can think on ti f0 a , padr deſpiſed Man of Olouts > Siſter, 
how he ſmokes * he's off his own Dunghiil. 

Per. Prithee, 4 36 leave making a Nojle Tfaith tou 4 
make my Head ac 

* Noiſe; why this is Silence tolwhat 1 intend; Ti 
talk loyder than this every Night in my Sleep: 

Saum. The Dee! ſhall be your Bed- fellow for Saundy that, 
Marg. I will learn to Rail at thee in all Languages 3 
Thunder ſhall-be foft Muſick to my Tongue. 
Saun. The Deel a bit Scot's ye gat to n rr 
ace 1 gile Clap wi a French Thunder-balr. | 
Pet. Very pretty ; Prithee go on. 
Marg. III have a Collection of all the Ill Nager chat ever 
was invented, and call you over by em twice a Day. 


Pet. And have the Catalogue publiſh d for the Education 
of young Scolds. Proceed, Peg. W 4 
Marg. FE have you Chain d to a Stake at Billngagote, 
and Baited by the Fih- th-wives, while 1 ſtand to hiſs em on. 

Pet. Ha, ha, ha ;. Witty: Peg, forward. 

Marg. Lou ſhan t dare to W your: Noſe but when Ibid 
you 5 you ſhall know me to be the Maſter + 4 61d 

Saum. Wuns gat her to the Stool of Repentance, Sir. 

Pet. Nay, Ibelieve thou wilt go in Breeches CO 5 On, 
on; What, have you no more ont? Ha, ha, ha. 

Lek. Dye TG and MEE, ? n foil our Sport. 
5 Hier at bim. 

Per. = Py " Hands off; Itbaptin 5 vou d not have 
diſgrac d your Parts, to come to Blows ſo ſoon; Pri- 
thee Chide on, thou can'ſt not believe what Delight 1 take 
to hear thee, it does become thee ſo well. What, Pumpt 
dry already? Prithee talk more and 1 and falter, and 
ſhaper, this is nothing, - 10 * 1 
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$6 SAVUNY' the SCOTT or, 
Tul ſee you in the File n, TH do 
you; Dye like it? 101 300 018.1 991 15 
Per. Extreamly! On Peg, you ol cool too faſt. - 

Marg: Why - Soy 0 if it were to Cates om 
* Breaking thy Neck, 1 Wir one Word 
more to-thee'theſe Two Months [Sire Sulenh. 

Saun. Ah Gud an do nes Lye, Nada r 0162 1 

Pet. Nay, good Peg, be not ſo hard- hearted. What, 
Melancholy all o'th' ſudden? Come, get up, we'll ſend for 
the Fidlers, and have a Dance: Thou It break thy Elbow 
with Leaning om that hard Table Sn, B et your Mi- 
Siſter a Cuſhion: Alas! 1 doubt ſhe's bot bern 2 0 her, 

en 
Bian. Are vou not well, Siſter? win ail you? Pra "the, 
Siſter: Indeed, Brother, you have ſo Vext her ſhe'll'be Sick. 

Pet. Alas, alas I know what's the matter with her, ſhe 
how the Tooth-Ach; ſee how ſhe holds her Cheek: the Wind 
has ee into her Teeth by keeping her Mouth open this 

Weather. 

Bian. Indeed it may be ſo, Brother, he ute ar be troubled | 
with that Pain ſomet line. 

Pet. Without all Queſtion; Poor Pay! pity" erz Which 
Tooth is it? Wilt thou have it Drawn, Peg? The Tooth- 
Ach makes Fools of all rhe Phyſicians z there is no Cure 
but Drawing: What ſay'ſt thou? Wilt thou have it pull d 
out? Well, thou ſhalt; Saum, Run, Sirrah, hard by, you 
know where my Barber Lives that drew me à Tooth laſt 
Week, fetch him quickly; What d'ye ſtand ftaring ar? Run 
and fetch him immediately, or Tl cut your Legs off. 

Saun. Gud Ie fetch ean to age her Head 0 -an Ny 

2 it 
in. This will make her find her Tongue agen, or mr 


| for certain ſhe has loſt, it. 


Pet. Her Tongue, Brother: Alas! You ke her Face is ſo 
ſwell d ſhe cannot ſpeak. 
Bian. You Jeſt, Brother; her Fa ace is not ſwell d. Pray 
let me ſee, Siſter, I can't perceive W, e 
pet. Not ſwell'd ! Why, you are blind then; Prithee ler 
her alone, you trouble her. 
Emer 


N Taming We Whey. » $3 
"Enter Sumy and Barber. Sg 


Here, honeſt Barber; have you, brought your ] loftruments? 

Barber. Yes, Sir, What mult I do? 

Pet. You muſt draw that Gentlewoman a Tooth there ; 
Prithee do it neatly, and as gently as thou can'ſt : And, de 
hear me, take care you don't tear her Gums. 

Barber. 1 warrant you, Sir. 

Saum. Hear ye, Sir, Coud not ye miſtake, and pull her 
Tang out inſtead of her Teeth: 

Bian, III be gone, I can't endure to fee her put to ſo much 


Pain. [ Exit. 
Barb. Pray, Madam, open your Mouth, that 1 may ſee 
which, Yee it is. ä [She ſtrikes him. 


Why, 8 did you ſend for me to Abuſe me. | 

5 Gad be nea An ry, e ha ne aw yer Pay yet, Sir. 
Cud ye not miſtake, and draw {vi Tang inſtead of her Teeth, 
Sir. 

Pet. Ns; no: But it ſreins now ſhe wo not have i it drawn. 
Go, there's ſomething;for your Pains however. Exit Barber. 

Saun. Ve ſid ha taken in y Counſel, Sir. 

Win, This will not do, Sir : z you cannot raiſe the Spirit 

you have laid, with all your Arts. 

Pet. Ill try; Have at her once more. Winlove, you muſt 
afliſt me; III make her Stir, if 1 can't make her Speak. 
Look, look ! alas! How Pale ſhe is! She's gone O th ſudden; 
Body O me, ſhe's iff too : ; undone, undone, What, an un- 
fortunate Man am I! ſhe's gone! the's gone! never had Man 
ſo great a Loſs as I: O Winlove pity me, my poor Peg is 
Dead. Dear Winlove call in my Father and the Company, 
that they may ſhare in this ſad SpeQacle, and help my Sor- 
rows with their joining Griefs. Exit Winlove. 
Speak, or by this Hand III bury thee alive. Sammy., thou 
ſeeſt in how fad a Condition thy poor Maſter is in, thy good 

Miftrils is Dead, haſt to the next Church and get the Beir 
10 the Beers hither, IH hate Her burief our of hauck; 


Run Sagiy. 33 2 „41K 47 | " 2 4 
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58. SAV sbb, 


Saum An you'll mack her Dead, we U bury her 4 
b, we'll put her down intill a Scotch Ci, an an ſhe 
thall r riſe at a= Deel's Arſe ꝙ Peak. _ x 
Pet. Twill ſee that laſt Pros Act perform d, and Ae 
take myſelf to a willing Exile; 0 my own e H, now 


12119 


my dear Peg has left it. ot yet, upon my Lite I think 
thou haſt a mind to be buried quick ; I hope thou haft. | 


Enter WiJove, Beaufoy, Sir Lyonel, Woodall, Pinch, 
Tranio, Jamy, Ge. 00 


Bean, Bleſs me, Son Perruthis, Is my dear Davgtiter taad2 
Pet. Alas, alas, tis but too true; wou d I had ta ne her 


room. 
Beau. Why, methinks ſhe looks 3 freth, and 1550 
Pet. So much Beauty as ſhe had, muſt needs ba 
wandring remains to hover {till about her Face. oy 
Beau. What could her Diſeaſe be? 
Pet. Indeed I grieve to tell it, but truth muſt putt 


died for (pight, ſhe was ſtrangely Infected. 


Bian. 
you thus? 
Pet. Gentlemen, you are my loving Friends, and knew 
the Virtues of my matchleſs 1 80 [ "ft you. vill accom- 
FRAY her Body to its long Home. 2 
All. We'll all wait on you. 1 bi 2 
Beau. Thou wilt break her Heart lle e 
Per. L warrant you, Sir, tis tougher than ſo. | 


ie, Siſter, for ſhame ak; Wil) you let him abufe 


Euer Sauny and Bearers with a Beir. ag 4005 
Kae, L bring you Kere vera 17 Men, an the be al 
Dead, Sir, for a Croon more they Il bury her quick. 
Pet. O honeſt F riends, you're welcome, you muſt take up 
that Corps. , How ! hard-hearted, Wa de ye not weep 
the loſs F fo much Beauty and Goodneſs: take her up, and 
lay her upon the Beir. 
x. Bear. Why, what d'ye mean, Sir? She is not Dead. 


Pet. 


- The Taming the Shrew.” > 59 
Pat. e 16s, tell me ſuch à Lye to my Face? Take her 
up or III finge Je. „ e , made 
Saum. Tak her up, tak her up, we'll mak her Dead Bip, 
ye'ſt a twa Croons mear, tak her wp Mn. | 
1 Bear. Dead or alive all's one to us, let us but have our 
Fees, 8 ils aas 
Pet. There, nay ſhe is ſtiff, however en with her, Will 
you not ſpeak yet? So here take theſe Strings and bind her 
on the Beir, ſhe had an active ſtirring Body when ſhe liv'd, 
the may chance fall off the Hearſe now {he's Dead: So, now 
take her up and away: Come, Gentlemen, you'll follow, I 
mean to carry her through the Strand as far as St. Fames's, 
People ſhall fee what reſpect I bore her — She ſhall have fo 
much Ceremony to attend her now ſhe's Dead. There my 
Coach ſhall meet her and carry her into the Country; III 
have her laid in the Vault belonging to my Family, ſhe ſhall 
have a Monument; ſome of you inquire me out a good Poet 
to write her Epitaph ſuitable to her Birth, Quality, and Con- 
ditionsz/ Pity the remembrance of ſo many Virtues ſhoud be 
loſt. March on, I wou'd ſay more, but Grief checks my 
Tongue. 
rg. Father, Siſter, Hutband, Are you all Mad? Will 
ou expoſe me to open ſhame 2 Rogues fet me down you had 
Pet. A Miracle! a Miracle! ſhe Lives! Heaven make me 
thankful fort; ſet her down: Liv'it thou, my poor Peg ? 
Marg. Yes that I do, and will to be your Tormentor. 
Saum. Out, out, gea her nea Credit, gud ſhe's as Dead as 
mine Grannum, tak her, away with her, Sir. #1 
Pet. Bleſs me, my hopes are all vaniih'd agen, tis a Demon 
ſpeaks within her Body: Take her up again, we'll bury em 
together. Woe ads 3] | | | 
Marg. Hold, hold, my dear Petruchio, you have overcome 
me, and. I beg your: Pardon, henceforth I wit. not dare to 
think a Thought ſhall croſs your Pleaſure; fer me at II. 
berty, and on my Knees F'll make my Recantation. | 
All. Victoria, Victoria, the Field is won. 
_ Pet, Amt thou in earneſt; Peg, May I believe thee ? 
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Saun. You ken very well ſhe was awways a Lying Quean 

mh ſhe was Living, and wull ye believe ee: now ſhe's 
5 

Marg. By all that's good, not Truth itſelf truer. 

Pet. Then thus I free thee, and make thee Miſtriſs both 
of myſelf and all I have. 

Saun. S breed bo ye Il nea gi dæuny tull her, Sir? 

Wood. Take heed of gvINg away your Power, Sir. 

Pet. EIl venture it, nor do I fear I ſhall repent my Bargain. 

Marg. Im ſure I will not == you Cauſe ; you've taught 
me now what *tis to be a Wife, and Tl ſtil new myſelf 
your humble Handmaid. 

Pet. My belt Peg, we will change klndnefs, and be each 
others Servant : Gentlemen, why do you not Rejoyce with 
me? 

Beau. I am fo full of Joy I cannot ſpeak, my you be 
happy, this is your Wedding-Day. 

Saaun. Shall Saumiy get her a Bride-Cake, and brake o'er 
her "FRAME, Sir? and wee's gatt us a good Wadding-Dunner. 


Enter Geraldo. 


Ger. Save ye all, Gentlemen: Have ye any room for more 
Gueſs? I am come to make up the Chorus. 
Pet. My Noble Friend, Welcome: Where have uu been 
fo long? | 
Ger. | have been about a little trivial Buſineſs; Tam juſt 
now come from a Wedding. 
Pet. What Wedding, I pray, Sir? 
Ger. Troth &en my own , have ventur'd upon't at last: 
Madam, I hope you'll pardon me, 
Bian. Yes, Sir, and ſo will this Gentleman. 
Saun. Are not you a Gentleman Hampdreſſer > _ © 
Pet. Tis e en ſo, this proves to be Vinlove in earneſt. 
Ger. Good Gentlemen undo this Riddle; I'm all in the 
TEK. 
Pet. You ſhall know anon, in the mean time belioy it, 
Gentlemen. We want another Woman, or we might have 
a Dance. 
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Ger. My Widow is within, ſhe'll ſupply you. 
Beau. Good Peg go and wait on her, and you Biancha too. 
[ Exit Peg, Bianch. 
Per. I tell thee, Geraldo, never had Man ſo Obedient and 
LY a Wife as I have now, I defy the World to equal 


Wi in. Nay, Brother, you muſt except her Siſter, 
Ger. You mult except mine too, or I ſhall have'a hard 


 Pargain of it; my Widow is all Obedience. 


Per. Ill tell you what LII do with you, III hold you 
Ten Pounds, to be ſpent in a Collation. on them, That 
mine has more Obedience than both them ; to try which, 
each ſend for his Wife, and if mine come not firſt I'll loſe 
my Bett. 

Saum. Gud ye Il loſe your Siller ſure enough, Sir. 

Both. A Match. 

IVood. Il be your halves, wal, and yours Mr. Vin- 


love 2 
n. Fam, Go tell your Miſtreſs, 1 defire her to come 
hits r 2 me preſently. [Exit Jamy. 
Pet. A Piece more the does not come. % 
Beau. You'll loſe, Son, you'll loſe ; I know ſhe'll come. 
Pet. I know the wont ; I find by Inſtinct I 13 Win my 
Wager. | 


Enter Jamy. 


Jam. Sir, She ſays the's buſic, and ſhe can't leave Mr. 
Geraldo's Lady. | 
Pet. Look you there now; come, your Money. 

Ger, Prithee go again, and tell my Wife I muſt needs ſpe a 
with her immediately. [Exit Jamy. 
Pet. I ſhall win yours too as ſure as i my Pocket. 

Ger. I warrant you no ſuch matter : Wu will you 


give to be off your Bett? 


Pet. I wont take Forty Shilling. 
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How now? 
Fam, Sir, ſhe Ca yi you dave no Buſineſs with hes: it you 
have, you may come to her. 
Pet. Come produce, I knew 'twou'd be fo; Saum go and 
tell Peg from me, I command her to come to me inſtantly. 
Ri I'fe gar her gea wuth me, Sir, or I'fe put my Dare 
to the Hilt in her Weam. 
Wood. Yet you wont win, III hang for't if hell come, 


Pet. Les but ſhe will, as ſure as you gave Forty Guineas 


to Court Biancha, IIl venture them to Twenty more upon't 
with you. | 


IV ood. 3 I have loſt enough already. 
Enter Peg and Sauny. 


Pet. Look ye here, Gentlemen. 

Saun. O my Saul, ſhe's ean a daft gued Las ſhe's Ri 
Beck, ſtreake her and kiſs her Man. 

Mare. come to receive your Commands, Sir. 

Pet. All I have to ſay to thee Peg, is to bid thee demand 
Ten Pounds of theſe Iwo Gentlemen, thou haſt Won it, 

Marg. I, Sir, for what ? 
F Per. Only for being ſo good-natur'd to come when [ ſend 
or you, 

Marg. I did my Duty, Sir, 

Per. Come, pay, pay, give it ber, "AY not low you Two- 
pence. 

Ger. There's mine. 

Win. And mine, Sifter, much ood 2 may 1t do ye. 

Beau. Well, Peg, III find Tos One Thouſand Pounds the 
more for this. 

Saun. Bo' what wull ye gi Sountly hve halpe to o mak her 
gued and tame? Wuns ſhe was as wild as a Galloway- 
Coalt. 
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Enter Biancha and Widow. | 


Win. Look here they come at laſt. 
Bian, What did you ſend for me for ? | 
Win, Why, to win me Five Pounds, 1f you had been as 
Obedient as you ſhould a been. 
Bian. You have not known me long enough to venture ſo 
much upon my Duty, I haye been my Siſter's Scholar a 
little. 
Saun. Bo put her to Saundy to teach, Gud I'fe mak her 
ſea gentle ye may ſtreake her and handle her all o'er, Sir. 
Ger. You might have got me Five Pounds if you had done 
as you ſhould do. 
Vid. Were it to do again you ſhould be ſure to loſe. 
Marg. Fie, Ladies, for ſhame, How dare you infringe 
that Duty which you juſtly owe your Huſbands; they are 
our Lords, and we muſt pay 'em Service. ts 
Beau. Well ſaid Peg, you muſt be their Tutor; come, 
Son, if you'll have a Dance diſpatch it quickly, the Muſick's 
gready, and the Meat will be ſpoil'd. 
Petr. Come then, play, play. 


D A N C E 


Now let us in, and Eat, the Work is done, | 
Which neither Time nor Age can wear from Memory; 
I've Tam'd the Shrew, but will not be —_ 


If next you ſee the very Tamer Tam d. 
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